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INTRODUCTION 


Vankleek  Hili,  5th  February,  1880 :— The  following 
was  written  by  Wm.  Higginson,  at  the  dictation 
of  his  father,  Thomas  Higginson,  (who  was  too  blind  to 
write  for  himself,)  who  was  born  at  Carin castle,  Co.  An- 
trim, 9th  January,  1794,  and  died  at  Vankleek  Hill,  22nd 
January,  1884. 


cI-.sJB#»«<« 


-!KS 


Uta  John  O'Botc,  a  bonny  muckle  man  I 

Fra  Scotland  he  came,  wi'  bis  broad  Sword  in  his  hand; 
He  c.itbo  at  the  bead  o'  a  bra,  bonny  Clan  ;— 

Wha  the  deil  could  his  muckle— muckle  suit  withstand. 
He  look'd  sa  neat,  and  he  kisff^d  sa  swoet, .  -/  , 

That  a  dame  o*  renown  soon  gave  ear  to  bis  suit : 
And  bin  pipe  be  lugged  out,  and  ye  need'na  doubt, 

But  in  concert  he  played  with  bis  German  flute.      ■  ,., , 


^T 


»>«'M^lOo<i* 


-»^ 


HOMAS  HIGGINSON,  the  youngest  of  four  bro- 
thers, came  from  Cairncastle,  townland  ofCork- 
erinain.  County  Antrim,  Ireland,  and  settled  in  Hawkes- 
bury  in  1819.  Son  of  Boyd  Higginson  of  the  above  nam- 
ed place,  and  grand  son  of  Thomas  Higginson,  clerk,  for 
sometime  rector  of  Larne,  and,for  the  remainder  of  his  life 
incumbent  of  the  Parish  of  Cainicastk  Ay  ho  died,  and  is 
buried  there.  In  early  manhood  he  r  rricd  Marv  Bovd. 
daughterof  Archibald  Boyd,  the  anC438tor  of  the  pres- 
ent squire  Boyd  family  of  Bally  Cantle,  who  preached 
Gaelic  to  his  Presbyterian  congiegation  of  Bally  Castle. 
He,  the  said  Archibald  Boyd,  mairied  Marion  Stuart, 
who  would  smooth  down  herapion,  and  adjust  her  mutch 
on  her  head  and  boast  in  broken  English,  that  sho  was 
«-  related  to  a'  the  Stiuirt  o"  Bute.  -  • 

'■^  _    _^_    ^    2/.     ■    ^'    '  ^? 
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INTRODUCTION. 


(Sir)  Fnmc'iij  Hinekis,  when  editor  ot  the  Montreal 
Pilot,  about  1843,  nicknamed  (Sir) James  Macaulay  Hig- 
ginHon,  private  Hecietaiy  to  Lord  Metcalfe,  ''Lord  Bute," 
knowing  thai  the  Boyds  and  Macaulays  had  intermar- 
ried, and  that  their  loyalty  was  not  to  be  shaken. 

At  the  time  of  Thomas  Ifigginson's  mari'iagc  with 
Mary  Boyd,  liei-  father  ownfd  and  wo;ked  the  coalpits  of 
Bally  Castle,  and  ottered  him  a  ton  of  coals  every  year, 
if  he  would  send  a  boat  for  them,  which  he  did  iov  a  imm- 
ber  of  yeai*s. 

The  above  named  Boyd  Higginson  married  Jane  Ci  aw- 
ford,  daughter  of  Wm.  Crawfoi-d  and  Mary  Young;  said 
Mary  Young,  daughter  of  Jane  Douglas.  Samuel  Goi-don 
man-ied  Jane  Youug,8i8ter  of  lilaiy  Young,  and  James  G. 
Higginson  was  named  James  Goixlon  for  Alex.  Goi-don 
of  Bi"oad  Island  (Island  Magee).  who  was  a  largo  farmer 
and  kept  I'ace  hoi-ses.  It  was  the  boast  of  the  family  of 
Higginson,  that,  at  all  times  ready  to  tight  for  Ireland,  * 
there  was  not  a  drop  of  L'ish  bloml  in  them;       '       - 


■K  5 


'■:  ( 


V    -?■,    nn>,v.-./v,J'*  ...i,. 


!    til 


'•.')•.  -,.:  ,-,  'l"r<    »■ 


•>H  '    i'  'l  '"'>.;   -'.f    i>.\  !"';■' 


";  Z'f  ^■.,>/ 1  '^--^^84^ffl»§<^'^^-- 


y 


.*. 


<  ,■'"■  '■  t' 


''':-iLf^yt  J'^-J'^v"'.  .;,^     "^W*  ;<>i3>'  .,?flf  ■.> 

J,,     ,    ..  r  >  ■".'      f 


«>" 


'¥?■*  - 


m 


"J7P7¥f^ 


■Tf.'" 


:^.* 


FU^MTftyE  Fii 


THOMAS   HiaawsoK 


Sy  hill  and  gn>ve,  by  tow'r  and  tree^     . 

A  Harp,  the  btiucture all  my  own, 
T  strung  with  much  simplicity, 

And  prized  her  soiTOw-soothing  tone. 
No  higher  meed  my  fancy  sought,         '., 

Her  wild -wood  notes  alone  I  lov'd ; 
I  swept  the  chords  with  handa  untaught, 
And  lived  unnoticed,  uni*eproved. 


•njaii^miiiisiiiiiiiiiiriD^^ 


<r 


*^^^^F  rural  scenes,  whether  by  hill  w  vale, 
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v,^ 


^  Eemoto  from  cities,  where  the  peasant  leads 
^  A  simple  life,  and.  from  the  stubborn  soil 
Extorts  a  liveHhood ;  or  on  the  hills,  .- 

Watches  his  flock  and  tune*  his  oaten  reed,  '^h:  i 
In  sweet  forgetfulness  of  human  csareSj         •>  H ' 
Sing,  myxmletter'dMase.    And  (O^  yepow*r»; 
Who  light  the  peasant's  unambitious  path 
With  joy,  and  gild  bis  homely  destinies  *< 

With  hopes  congenial  to  his  rugged  heart, 
Guide  yo  my  unskilful  hand  among  the  chords 
Of  nature's  nnadorned,  harmonious  iyi'e : 
Direct  my  step*  to  tfa(»e  delightful  springs, 
Where  ho  who  sang^  earth's  variefl  scasoiin  drank 
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"Kaptureand  inspiration — drank,  and  pouied     .1  ^   < 
A  song  of  wondrous  melody ;,  and  touch'd        *^        ' 
The  lyre  with  master  hand,  portraying  Rcene!) 
That  often  lie  conceal'd  fi-om  fancy's  eye. 
Beneath  the  apparent  garb  of  suffering  want, 
Of  ignorance,  of  penury  and  ills,  ^ 

Forbidding,  uncongenial  to  the  muse.  l. 

Of  all  the  varied  scenes  of  vaiied  life, 
From  the  proud  palace  with  its  gilded  tow'i-s, 
And  ample  wings,  and  corniced  gjvy  saloons, 
And  trellis'd  walks,  and  wide  expanding  lawns, 
And  flattering  lackeys,  and  fastidious  lords. 
From  grandeur's  attic  seats,  down,  through  her  g:  jwio?* 
Divereified,  to  the  rude  peasant  hut, 
That  seems  to  hang  upon  the  lone  hill  side ;  *:•'  ^ 

Like  eagle's  eyiy  on  the  desert  cliff. 
Still — still  to  me  the  cottage  haunts  are  dear : 
Dear  are  her  walks,  fast  by  the  greenwood  side, 
In  shaded  vale,  where  the  sequestered  thorn. 
By  ancient  supei-stition  sacred  held. 
Bends  o'er  the  warbling  brook ;  and  dear  those  joys 
That  gather  round  the  peasant's  humble  hearth ^     .  ,, 
And  many  gather  there,  lighting  the  cheek 
Of  unassuming  innocence  with  smiles, 
And  pouring  beams  of  cheerfulness  and  peace 
Upon  the  hoary  brow  of  barren  age.  ,,,  ^;; 

And  fair  her  fields  by  industry  reclaim  .hI 
From  ba:Ten  wastes,  and  rendered  to  the  w;antt) 
Of  man  8ub8ei*vient — yielding  to  his  toil, 
Incessantly  pursued,  a  solace  sweet, 
And  to  his  hopes  of  unex tensive  xango 
A  l]\pppy  promise  of  a  rich  wwaixl. 
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— To  iiic  ut  itniHt  tljO!io  ruml  scenes  ixiv  lair  1    ^ 

And  never  have  1  seen  the  cultuied  lield, 

Well  fenced,  and  snug  and  carefully  8ecuie<l 

Fi-om  every  vagrant  foot  that  freely  roamn 

The  common,  or  the  heathy  mountains  side, 

But  I  have  traced  the  modest  lineament^) 

Of  rural  beauty  there  ;  nor  have  I  seen        •    V 

The  cottage  garden  with  its  cabbage  plot, 

And  bush  of  sweetbiiar,  and  its  narrow  bed 

Of  balm,  and  mint,  and  sweetly  sented  thyme. 

And  rude  constructed  stile,  but  I  have  thought 

That  her€  the  heart  might  feel  as  rich  a  glow 

Of  gratitude  to  him  who  bade  them  spi-ing 

And  bloom — the  comfort  of  the  peasant's  home. — 

As  where  the  fair  exotic  rears  its  head. 

And  shines  the  glory  of  the  gay  parterre. 

These,  and  a  thousand  prospects  fair  as  these, 

Common  in  rui-al  scenes,  lead  me  to  this 

Conclusion : — If  a  smile  of  happiness 

Yet  beams  on  earth,  'tis  here,  and  only  here, 

It  sheds  its  sweetest  influence;  'tis  here. 

If  happiness  there  is,  and  only  here, 

She  loves  to  hold  her  unassuming  couili. 

Here  innocence  and  her  twin  sister  peace 

Have  reared  their  sylvan  home,  and  bade  the  hind, 

Though  limited  in  knowledge,  come  and  taste, 

Thefniits collected  by  their  spotless  hands. 

There  man  with  all  his  failings,  all  his  worth, 

Appears  unmask'd  ;  his  love — ^his  simple  giief— 

His  friendship  and  his  hate— his  hope — his  joy 

Domestic — and  his  gay  convivial  hours 

Receive  no  varnish,  seek  no  hoiTOw'd  light,    / 
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But  liko  tho  flice  of  hoaven,  or  foul  or  fair, 
Above  disguiBe  appear  just  as  they  arc. 

There  is  a  sweetness  in  tho  morning  air! 
There  is  a  freshness  in  the  morning  breeze  I 
There  is  a  drowsy  stilhicss  on  the  clouds       : 
That  hang  upon  the  dewy  fields  when  night  . 
Has  just  receded ;  when  tho  purple  dawn 
Is  spreading  slowly  o'er  the  shadowy  hills 
Her  infant  beams  of  light,  nature,  refresh 'd, 
Hails  her  approach :  the  biixJs  with  songs  of  joy 
Welcome  her  steps ;  the  beasts  from  grassy  couch 
Rising,  salute  her  as  she  ushors  in 
The  glorious  day.     Fair  is  the  prospect  then 
From  mountain  top,  where  plough  has  never  con)e . 
Nor  spade  distui*b'd  the  slumbei-s  of  tho  soil; 
Tho  heath-flow'r  there  breaths  fragi-ance,  and  the  boll, 
Fav'rite  of  Scotia,  rising  from  her  bed 
Of  feath'ry  moss,  on  slender  gi-acoful  stem, 
Hangs  o'ei'  the  rude  gi*ay  stone  her  gorgeous  head  ; 
The  linnel  there,  among  the  golden  furao, 
Builds  her  snug  nest,  and  poura  her  song  of  love, 
Harmonious  on  the  morning's  dewy  eai*. 
In  such  a  scene  as  this  the  mind  finds  much     ' 
i  i;,  To  tnake  reflection,  and  th«  ear  finds  much      J 
Of  nature's  melody  to  feast  upon;  and  nmeh  T 
Ofnaturei's  handiwork  appears  aixmnd,.  V 

To  isatisfy  the  rovings  of  the  eye.  1 

Over  the  soimbro  heath  or  mi^ty  hillsi. 
In  moi^ning's  hazy  livery  thinly  claid,  « 

—Or  down  the  vale,  studded  with  cotfl  and  trels, 
And  verdant  hillockn^cultivated  fields , 


And  flock  recumbent,  hedgerows  thick  and  green, 
Marking  the  bounds  of  meadow,  field  and  farm- 
Delighted  vision  wanders,  pleased  to  catch 
A  glimpse  of  objects  (throngh  tho  vapid  mist), 
Now  magnified  to  twice  their  usual  sire , 
And  rendered  novel  by  the  floating  hiu:e, 
That  part  conceals,  and  leav»^8  a  part  displa7*d 
Of  brighter  outline.    In  the  distance  peers 
The  village,  with  its  whitowash'd  ,  happy  homes, 
And  humble  spire  glistening  above  the  trees, 
Like  beacon  to  the  weary  seaman's  eyer, 
Guiding  to  haven  safe  his  8hattQr*d  l)aiir, 
By  waning  elements  assaiied  no  more;         ;' 
And  close  at  hand  appears  the  turbid  lake,  'l\ 
Studded  with  many  a  lone  and  rushy  isle,       ^ 
(The  wild  duck's  home),  and  many^  a  bay  and  gulf. 
And  mimic  headland,  changed  by  f&ncy's  powei*, 
To  oceans  vast,  and  continents,  and  seas  r 
These,  and  a  thousand  objects  ffiir  as  these, 
Scattered  around,  enchant  the  i-oving  eye, 
And  fill  the  soul  with  rapture : — thus  tho  bee 
Collects  from  flow'r  to  flow'r  Ijei*  luscious  store, 
And  feasts  at  will  on  natoiVs  fairest  things. 


Why  do  we  love  the  mountain  walk?  sublioae, 
Of  prospect  large,  Why  love  to  wander  there 
In  dreary  wilds,  while  scenes  admii^ed,  belov'd, 
Lie  far  beneath,  snug  in  the  ehelter'd  vale  ?^ 
In  part,  the  love  of  novelty  pcovokea 
Our  meditative  wanderings;  but  chief,  -■.. 

The  immortal  mind  still  seeks  to  rise  above 
Its  earthly  prison  house^  still  see!:*  to  roam     y 
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In  regions  unexplored,  where  objects  new 
Its  rising  hopes  attract ;  hence  springs  the  thii-st 
Of  novelty — the  anxious  love  of  fame — .  •  .^c^ 
The  eager  reaching  after  worldly  goods —     ? 
The  mad  pursuit  of  honor — and  the  strife 
Of  carnal  men  in  fihase  of  carnal  things :     ,  > 
And  hence  too  springs  the  ardent  prayer  of  some 
(Whose  hopes  ai-e  bound  in  better  promises 
Than  earthly  things  affoi-d)  to  find  a  home, 
Perfect  and  pure,  beyond  the  reach  of  sin,   ,  i 
Unending — undecaying  in  the  skies.      ;         c 
'Tis  vain  to  look  for  any  real  joy       *  „       •   : 

In  honor,  wealth  or  fame;  no  to! id  peace^        

Was  ever  found  in  things  teirestrial  yet ; 
The  soul  though  wedded  to  her  house  of  clay, 
And  sunk  in  sin ,  still  seeks  a  j^urer  stream 
To  diink  of,  than  the  turgid  floods  of  sense ; 
And  happiest  he  who,  sheltered  in  a  cot, 
And  clothed  in  rags,  who  seeks  it  whei-e  it  is, 
Sure  of  success,  in  heaven's  approving  smile. 

I 

'Tis  said  that  he  who  cultivates  the  fields 
Of  other  men  is  nothing  less  than  slave.         '   ' 
This  may  be  true  in  principle ;  yet  I  ' 

Know  one,  who  labour'd  on  another's  fields, 
Who  was  himself  a  ft-eeman.     In  a  vale, 
Sequester'd  far  among  the  past'ral  hills,     * " ;. 
His  cottage  stood ;  an  aged  willow  tree 
Flung  her  elastic  branches  b*br  its  roof,         \j. 
And  lent*  it' friendly  shelter  from  the  storm  ; 
In  front,  a  green  of  limited  extent  .^ 

Stretched  foi-waixi  to  a  brook,  whoso  warbling  song 
Ooasod  not  its  plaintive  m'lrmurings  :  in  the  roar, 
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A  lew  >yoU  cultivated  acred  raised 
;  His  bread,  and  occupied  his  daily  care  ;  ? 

Up  the  hill  side,  his  fleecy  sheep,  his  kine, 
(A  scanty  flock)  had  liberty  to  range,      >      ^ 
And  pick  their  stinted  morsel, — for  his  fields, 
His  meadow,  even  his  gaixlen  plot,  had  need 
To  yield  their  ulmost  produce  to  support    ,  ;^ 
A  growing  family,  and  meet  demands ;  .    *,  u 
Heavy  indeed,  extorted  fi-om  his  toil 
By  hearts  unfeeling — recft^less  of  his  wants. 
He  first,— the  manor's  lord,  by  custom  call'd 
A  noble,  and  by  simple  ones  believed  .   v 

Of  race  superior,  (tho'  his  daily  walk  .  ^ 

Of  sin  and  wild  extravagance  bespeak  j-n-  * 
A  meaner  origin — a  baser  end — 
Than  even  the  veriest  peasant  of  the  vale) — 
He  claims  the  better  half  of  all  the  fruits 
Those  fields  produce,  and  ever  proves  his  claim 
Incontrovertible  by  sales, — ^arrest, 
When  after  term-day  rent  remains  unpaid. 


-'^'i 


The  clergy  next,  a  rural  Muse  like  mine 
Had  need  to  touch  with  caution,  or  a  name 
So  sacred  as  the  clergy,  sacred  indeed 
In  Paul's  and  Peter's  days,  tho'  better  paid 
Than  Pai^l  and  Peter  wei*e.    The  clergy  now, 
A  race  of  well-di'essed,  fashionable. men, 
Polite  And  libei*al,  deep  learned  and  gay,    .  , 
Never  intruding. on  the  poor  man's-WRlk 
Save  when  th^  titjie.ji^  dije — the  clergy  then, 
For  their  J:\9J*culean  task  of  winning  souls," 
-*-;With  what  success  we  need  nol  now  onquii'o — 
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AMscit  their  lawftil  tenth,  and  hi!elinfj;><  send 
To  claim  his  shockH,  and  wheavop,  and  lick.s  of  hay 
Thue  were  his  labouw  and  his  acres  tax'd     -  * 
Up  to  their  utmost  stretch,  nor  could  the  hand 
Of  uni-einitting  industry  do  moi-e. 
Economy  stood  by  and  counsel  gave, 
Even  in  the  meanest  things,  ^et  all  her  love 
But  sem'cd  to  biing  the  ta:  dy  year  around  ; 
Clothed,  fed,  and  out  of  debt,  yet  strange  it  was, 
To  all  appearance  strange,  the  passing  year 
Still  found  him  cheerful,  found  him  thankful  t<K) 
Judging  aright,  the  G(xl  he  loved  to  sei  vc 
Knew  best  what  was  sufficient  for  his  day 
Of  earthly  sojourn.    Thus,  whate'er  he  had, 
Whether  a  competence  o'ersjiread  hiii.  Iiojird, 
Or  stinted  circumstance  with  frugal  hand 
Withheld  of  food, of  raiment,  or  of  i  est,  » * 

A  needful  portion — still  he  felt,  still  said  :  ' 
"Father,  Thy  will  be  done  ! — thy  gi*aciou8  will, 
j^4  *  Replete  with  mercy  to  thy  fallen  race, 
On  me  be  realized  ;  pixKiucing  fruits. 
Native  tn  those  fair  climes  wbero  want  oi*  woo, 
Despondence,  toil,  forgetfnlncss  or  sin, 
Shall  nerei'  iiatmt  the  happy  spirit  more  !" 
This  was  a  freeman,  fbr  the  sacred  truth 
Had  miide  him  ftce — fi'oe f j*om  the  stovrsh  Io\-© 
Of  earth's  decaying  things — ^fice  fi*cmi  the  dread 
Of  hunger,  peiil,  nakedness,  and  death — 
Free  ft-om  the  ctn-se  denounced  against  the  soul 
That  sinneth,  Ctho*  ho  too  committed  sins, 
Not  willingly:  ywt  he  was  rendered  fi-eo 
By  One  who  bred  on  earth,  hat  nerftv  HTntT(«f*T— - 
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Aiid  be  wa8  free  to  trust  Jbis  soul's  coaceras 
On  God'fl  eternal  promises — aad  free       ,,;. 
To  call  the  glorious  Magesty^of  keavea  , 
UIh  Father— and  with  unpresumptiveiait^, 
Free  to  look  upward  to  a  heritage,  '  .^ 

His,  sealed  by  covdoatikt  and  gsape  di-vin^.   ,< 


Sweet  is  the  soul's  communion  with  its  God  i 
— A  God  revealed — communion  the  result  ^^ 
Of  faith,  the  credence  of  his  gi*acious  will    .  j 
And  purposes  respecting  guilty  man  : 
These,  once  embraced,  inspire  the  soul  tho'  weak, 
And  lielple^^,  and  forlorn,  and  destitute,      ^ 
(Its  weakness  known  inspii'es  the  soul  the  moi'e) 
To  cleave  to  One  whose  aim  's  omnipotence 
Whose  ear  is  open  to  the  wi'etch's  cry,        "  r 
Whoye  tender  mercy's  over  all  his  works, 
VVhcse  promises  are  verity,  whose  love 
U  boumlless  as  the  ocean.    O,  'tis  sweet  t 
— Sweeter  than  water  to  the  thii-sty  lip, 
Than  light  is  to  the  eye,  or  to  the  ear 
The  voice  of  consolation ;  more  desired 
Thau  rest  is  to  the  tmvellor  far  astray, 
Floundering  beneath  the  murky  brow  of  night ! 
— Sweet  in  the  morning  walk,  or  busy  field, 
In  public  haunts,  or  far  from  man  retired, 
Deep  in  the  lone  sequestei-ed  vale  of  life, 
To  have  a  friend  like  this  to  lead  our  feet 
Aside  fiom  eri*or's  path,  to  hear  our  prayers, 
Tho*  ill  expressed :  the  breathing  of  a  soul, 
Deeply  dependent  on  His  providence. 
And  trusting  to  His  strength  for  strength  to  run 
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Her  mortal  race  with  patience  and  with  joy  ; 

Contending  for  an  everlasting  prize, 

The  conquest  certain,  when  hope's  cheering  mount 

Shall  lie  beneath  her  feet,  and  close  before, 

The  turgid  waves  of  death  i^oll  sluggish  by,  ' 

Forming  an  easy  passage  to  the  i-ealms 

Of  never  ending  bliss,  whose  hills  and  dales, 

Pure  streams,  and  flagrant  flow'rs,  and  luscious  fniitu, 

Delectable,  the  glad  horizon  skirt 

Of  everlasting  and  eternd  things  I 


s-t- 


'  O,  that  the  children  of  earth's  peopled  valos, 
The  peasentry  in  whom  consists  the  strength, 
The  riches,  and  the  power  of  every  land — 
O,  that  they'd  raise  a  song  of  grateful  praise, 
Unanimous ! 
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LINICS  HUMBLY  INSCRIBED  TO  THE 

LITERARY  CHARACTERS  OF  THE  HiLL, 
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H 1 S  is  the  age  of  rhyme,  and  this, 
The  place  where  rhymers  congregate, 
Where  lovers  eulogize  a  kiss,  ,    , 

And  bullies  vent  in  verse  their  hate. 


Where  joinere  use  poetic  feet. 

And  tapstera  Helicon  unlock ; 
And  smiths  raise  verbs  to  welding  heats, 
,^     And  maids  work  pastorals  on  their  sm-frocks. 

Where  tailors  in  heroics  deal, 

And  gardeners  rh^mies  and  rosebuds 
scatter ; 

And  matrons,  with  acknowledged  zeal, 

Drink — smack  their  lips — and  sing  of  water. 

The  miller  from  his  dusty  pate 

Bolts  rhymes,  nor  asks  one  ounce  of  toll ; 
While  cobblere,  on  Parn;»ssian  seats, 

Labor  to  give  thdr  works  a  soul. 

E'en  solemn  pareons  .^^oo  the  Muse, 
And  Cowper  quote  with  deep  devotion ; 

And  doctors  dialectics  use : 
Their  wit  a  pill,  their  theme  a  lotion. 


^16      W)  THE  LITER.VRY  CUAR^VCTER  OP  THE  HILL. 

Some  write  their  prayers  in  dogg'rel  rhyme, 
Like  vampires  some  your  fame  will  fix  on ; 

And  some  who  canno^  make  it  chime,        '  t 
Write  hoBcid  prose  Sbi  printer  Dixpji. 

Pamphlets  are  dheap,  you  may  divine, 
Since  poetasters  are  so  plenty ;       -  -  i  '^ -^r 

The  moaes  £[>nnerly  were  iun<^       ;r  ^  '    T    fc 
But  now  I'm  »ui^  tlwy'i-e  nine-and -twenty. 
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"Even  I  for  once,  pix>duced  some  verses, 
And  signed  my  odes  despairing,  'Thyi-ses.'  " 

— Byrou. 
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"Pleasant  were  many  sQeaes,  but  mosf  to  me 
The  solitude  of  vast  extent,  untouched 
By  band  of  art,  where  nature  sowed  herself. 
And  reaped  her  crops."— Pollock.     ^  . , ,. .      , :  { 

J  J™|HEBE  the  voice  of  echo  sleepi*, 
^^SP  By  lonely  dell  and  cavern'd  steepa ; 
Where  the  fountain  strays  unseen, 
Beneath  her  banks  of  purest  green ; 
Where  the  bee  collects  her  fill 
Qf  honey,  on  the  past'ral  hill; 
Where  the  lapwing  builds  her  nest, 
Where  the  wild  duck's  snowy  braa^t 
Glances  on  the  mountain  stream. 
Like  summei  's  fairest,  brightest  beam  j 
Whither, — thither  let  me  stray, 
Musing  o'er  life's  fleeting  day; 
Tmcing  joys  and  sorrows  o'er. 
Sunshine  moments  bright  no  more^ 
The  prospect  dark,  the  faithless  smiles, 
That  wins,  and  then  the  heart  beguil ; 
And  cast  a  sad,  a  sombre  shade 
O'er  all  the  works  that  hope  had  made. 

By  some  hoary,  moss-clad  rock, 
Lonely,  where  the  mountain  flock 
Seeks  a  cool,  a  calm  retreat 
From  the  raging  day-star's  heat ; 
Theie  upon  a  hillock  gi'een,  J 

Where  the  wildflowers  blodsom  Bheeh  ; 
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Far  removed  from  human  toils, 
Let  me  drink  of  naturo'tj  BmileH ; 
And  in  sober,  pensive  mood, 
Woo  thee,  lovely  Solitude ! 

Or,  where  the  heathcock  pours  his  song, 
Par  the  echoing  hills  among, 
By  dreary  wilds,  and  distant  plains, 
Only  known  to  wandering  swains ; 
There,  in  some  sequestered  dell, 
Where  the  leveret  loves  to  dwell,      .    , 
I  will  meet  thee,  lovely  maid. 
In  nature's  vestal  robes  arrayed : 
With  cheek  sedate,  and  eye  sublime. 
That  views  unmoved  the  woi'ks  of  time ; 
With  foot  unshod,  that  often  laves 
The  reedy  lake's  untroubled  waves ; 
With  stately  step,  reserved,  yet  free, 
The  same  throughout  eternity  : 
Thy  zone,  the  mossy  wandering  stream, 
Glancing  to  the  solar  beam  ; 
And  on  thy  mantle  figures  bland, 
Pencill'd  by  a  master  hand,— 
Nature's  children,  dells  and  rocks, 
Floods  and  shepherds,  swains  and  flocks, 
Winding  valleyB,  misty  hills, 
Wastes,  and  woods,  and  fens  and  rills; 
And  on  thy  yet  unbraided  hair, 
A  wreath  of  wildflowers,  blooming  fair. 

All  the  flow'r  that  near  me  rise. 
Every  gale  that  round  me  sighs,      > 
Every  fall  the  fountain  makes. 
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Every  note  tho  linnet  wakes, 

Every  lamb  c  Jeat,  every  bee,        » 

Humming  ber  moorland  mimritrelsy — 

Prom  thy  turf-built  altars  rise, 

Nature's  cheerful  sacrifice ; 

And  claim,  (with  artless  notes)  from  me, 

Heartfelt  homage,  nymph,  to  thee. 

Oh!  with  thee  I'd  love  to  wander 
By  the  lonely  sheep-cot  yonder, 
Drinking  from  thy  peerless  eye 
Kaptures  pure  as  seraph's  sigh, 
Till  fancy  rouses  from  her  sleep, 
And  waves  o'er  lake,  and  wood,  and  steep, 
Her  wondrous  wand,  whence  beauty  springs, 
Muttering  unutterable  things. 
May  I  then,  when  sorrows  press 
Chill  on  life's  dull  wretchedness. 
Find  some  great,  some  friendly  shade, 
Sacred  to  thee,  by  nature  made ; 
Where  I  may  sit  and  converse  hold 
With  bai-ds,  whose  sounding  hajps  of  old, 
By  wood  and  grove,  by  tow'r  and  tree, 
Pour'd  wild  their  magic  minstrelsy : 
And  demons  *  own'd  theii*  conquering  sway, 
And  spread  their  wings,  and  urged  their  flight 
Back  to  their  homos,  the  realms  of  night. 

But  chief  the  bard  whose  numbers  i-oU'd 
O'er  many,  a  wondrou^  theme  untold, 
Themes  hidden  from  the  vulgar  eye. 


•  •', 


"And  it  came  to  pass,  when  the  evil  spirit  from  God  Ira?  upon  Saul,  that 
David  took  an  harp,  atji*  Riayed  witkljjs  hand :  so  Saul  w;i8  refreshed,  and  wan 
well,  and  tLe  evil  spirit  departed  from  him."— 1  Sam.  xvi,23. 
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In  thy  dark  womb,  futurity — 

He  chief,  of  all  the  min»trol  train, 

On  Hebi*on'8  raount,  on  Bethlehem's  plain, 

Swept  with  8ei*aphic  hand  the  wire, 

And  tuned  to  praise  a  shepherd's  lyre ; 

And  ti*od  the  mount  of  sacred  song, 

Sublime  the  flickering  clouds  among ; 

And  swept  the  realms  of  rapture  o'er, 

Where  angels  wonder  and  adore ;     , 

And  sang  a  Saviour's  glorious  name 

In  tones  that  mock  the  voice  of  fame ; 

And  shed  on  many  a  heart  a  bliss, 

Unfpequent  in  a  world  like  this — 

He  chief,  my  convei-se  shall  engage. 

And  I  shall  traced  his  glowing  page, 

And  with  the  echo  of  his  song. 

Travel  the  realms  of  light  among : 

By  wood  and  grove,  by  tow'i*  and  tiee, 

Where'er  thy  favorite  haunts  may  be, 

May  I  to  those  haunts  repaii*. 

And  drink  his  happy  spirit  there. 

And  in  his  bnght  example  find 

A  solace  for  a  wounded  mind  ; 

WhetJier  when  Phofiphor  hails  the  dawn, 

And  pom's  upon  the  dewy  lawn 

A  trembling  beam,  a  bashful  ray,    . 

The  harbinger  of  coming  day; 

Or,  Phoebus  in  his  bold  career 

Rides  high  among  the  glowing  spheres ; 

Or,  Vesper  with  his  feeble  light 

Welcome,  the  silent  st<^ps  of  night ; 

Whether  at  morn,  or  noon,  or  eye, 
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The  toiling  hauntfi  of  men  I  leave, 
And  over  hillock,  rock,  and  stone, 
Ha8te  to  thy  silent  walk  alone ; — 
Those  much  loved  walks  shall  dearer  be. 
And  every  wood,  stream,  rock,  and  tree, 
A  deeper,  stronger  charm  shall  wear, 
If  I  can  catch  his  spirit  there ; 
And  life's  coiToding  care  shall  cease, 
And  leave  my  weary  heart  at  peace. 

"O  solitude,  romantic  maid!" 
Through  life's  lone  vale  where'er  I  stmyed 
Thy  ruined  towns,  serene  and  still, 
Thy  heath-encircled,  sunny  hill. 
Thy  lakes,  and  streams,  and  cavorn'd  i-ocks, 
Home  of  the  falcon  and  the  fox, 
Have  ever  had  a  spell,  a  pow'r. 
To  sooth  me  in  my  saddest  hour ; 
Still  rouse  a  flow  of  deepest  feeling, 
Like  shadows  o'er  the  mountains  stealing  ; 
Still  wake  my  fancy's  strongest  tone. 
And  hold  affections  still  their  own. 
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"And  them  tiitit  rejuioe,  ae  though  they  rejoiced  not,  and  them 
that  weop  as  though  though  thoy  wept  aot."— P.iul. 

HEN  ev'ning's  ling'ring,  red-tinged  cloudH 

Hung  o'er  the  western  hill, 
In  pensive  mood  I  wandered  foith 

Beside  a  warbling  rill. 
Calm  was  the  scene,  and  light  the  dew 

Fell  on  the  closing  flowers; 
And  here  the  cottage  i-ose  to  view, 

And  thei*e  the  loixiling's  tow'rs. 

Ah !  why  has  partial  heaven,  I  cned, 

Such  varied  lots  assigned  ? 
Why  doth  the  loixlling  roll  in  wealth, 

In  want  the  lab' ring  hind  ? 
One  drinks  the  sad,  the  baleful  cup 

Of  penury  and  scorn ; 
One  riots  in  excess  of  joy, 

Nor  ever  knew  to  mourn. 

When.lo  1.^  hoary-headed  sage 

0'erheai*d  me  on  my  way ; — 
"Hush !  hush  !"  he  ciied,  "for  paasion  leads 

Th}"^  youthful  thoughts  atstray  ; 
Impartial  heaven  bestows  on  each 

Enough  to  serve  his  turn  : 
Why,  then,  in  fleeting  riches  trust, 

Or  poor,  why  should  we  mourn  ?" 
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'^Know  thiM  :  the  man  that  looks  for  bliss 

(J n  earth  shall  be  deceived, 
And  he  who  meditated  the  plan 

Of  fate  shall  seldom  grieve; 
Life  is  not  crown'd  with  lasting  joy, 

Else  stin  to  earth  we'd  turn ; 
Nor  is  it  sefded  with  sorrows  such 

That  man  should  always  mourn." 

"Pui-sue  the  middle  path,  my  son. 

For  sunshine  ;  hope  may  tell 
Of  joys,  whence  joyf*  are  never  found. 

And  peace  may  spring  fi*om  ill ; 
Then  let  not  caie  depress  thy  heart, 

(As  one  of  woman  born), 
Thou  hast  but  little  cause  to  smile. 

Yet  leiss  hast  thou  to  moura." 

''Placed  on  life's  tide  with  tiials  fraught, 

Some  thoughtless  steer  their  way ; 
They  dream  of  bliss,  but  vision-like, 

Their  bliss  soon  fades  away: 
And  some,  sad  case,  (where  gratitude 

With  thankful  love  would  burn), 
Declare  the  Lord  of  all  unjust,       ' 

And  loud  complaining  mourn." 

''Oh  !  sad  etifect  of  guilt  and  sin, 

The  heart's  polluted  stream 
Still  flows  to  earth,  and  hates  the  light 

That  pours  from  mercy's  beam ; 
We  deem  not  this  the  fatal  cause 

By  which  our  peace  is  torn, 
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But  sad,  desponding,  say  that  man, 
Poor  man,  was  made  to  mourn." 

"But  if  the  day-star  from  on  high 

Direct  our  weary  feet, 
Peace  shall  illume  our  heavenwaixl  path, 

Nor  leave  us  cause  to  weep, 
Save  when  we  see  the  giddy  crowd 

By  disappointment  worn, — 
Even  then,  the  heaven  directed  heart 

May  heave  a  sigh  and  mourn." 

"Now  mai'k  the  tenor  of  my  tale, 
If  truth  our  steps  approve, 

We'll  place  our  cares— our  hopes — our  joys- 
All  earthly  things  above; 

Yet  still  we'll  feel  oui*  earth-bom  heai*ts 
By  struggling  passions  torn  ; 

Why  then  should  man  exulting  smile, 
Or  why  should  mortals  mourn  ?" 

"As  on  life's  devious  path  you  wend, 

If  by  misfortune  prest;  ..  .; 

jRemember  life  is  short,  and  death 

Shall  shortly  give  you.  rest. 
If  haixi,  hard  fate  should  be  thy  lot, 

Say,  'Heaven,  thiy  will  be  borne; 
I'd  kiss  thy  kind,  coiTecting  i*od, 

But  never  shall  I  moum.' ".-  • 

"Or  if  on  lifes  exulting  streams      "^     . 

A  gentler  coui-se  be  thine, 
Remember  still  the  mighty  debt 

You  owe  to  grace  divine ; 


.'^'ic"'^'^  *•> - 


Jr=^ 


MKlJIoeRITT. 


■•155-; 


:'?:■,■ 


25 


path, 


pt 


our  joys- 

eai'ts 

ile, 

id,'  * 


t, 


-V-tC 


,i- 


Think  how  thy  Maker's  piercing  eye 
Beholds  a  mortal's  worth  ; 

Then,  in  debased  humility, 
Suppress  all  idle  mirth.'* 
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"And  0 1  while  here  a  sojouiTier, 

Be  this  thy  object  still :      '   -^ 
To  act  the  part  by  Heaven  assigned, 

Thy  great  Creator's  will. 
Soon  shall  our  comforts  flee  away, 

Like  shadows  of  the  mom  ; 
And  ills,  and  woes,  shall  fleet  like  they, — 

Then  why  should  mortals  mourn  ?" 
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He  ceased  ;  and  to  my  humble  mind 

His  chastening  accents  flew; 
I  saw  the  changed  scenes  of  life  '    ^ 

Placed  broad  before  my  view ; 
Vain  seemed  those  joys — as  meteor  gleams 

To  which  our  fancies  turn  ; 
And  vain  alike  those  earthly  cares, 

Which  thousands  cause  to  mourn. 
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THE  CLOSE  OF  LIFE 


|»KPTEMBER  lulea  with  awful  pow'r, 
'^^P  Among  the  gi  oaning  trees  ; 
U|r^    And  sweeps  from  every  stem  the  flow'r — 
Fi'om  every  spray  its  leaves. 

Dark,  dark  the  cloud,  capp'd  hills  appear, 

In  mouining  weeds  the  vales ; 
No  music  meets  the  wanderei's  ear, 

Save  *  redbreast's  plaintive  tales.        "^ 

Meet  semblance  of  the  close  of  life, 

When  all  our  toils  are  o'er ; 
And  earthly  caies,  and   earthly 
joys 

Possess  our  thoughts  no  more. 

Then  may  some  voice  (like  i-edbreast's  tales) 

Ai'i'est  our  anxious  ear ; 
And  to  the  rack'd  and  wearj'^  soul 

These  strains  of  comfort  bear: 

"Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  soul, 
Belov'd,  approved  of  heaver  ! 
Thy  faith  in  Christ  has  made  thee  whole, 
Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven." 

'"The  pensive  robin,  autumn's  cheer, 
With  all  hor  locks  ao  yellow."~Burn8, 
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mjfA  O  W  night  has  spread  her  eui*tain8  round, 
"^iSP     And  the  weary  world  is  still ; 
T    And  the  air  is  hush'd,  and  scarce  a  sound 
^     Passes  o'er  dale  or  hill. 

The  moon  rises  through  the  fleecy  rack, 

No  longer  tempest-driven  ; 
Pouring  fresh  light  on  her  silvery  track, 
Greeting  each  star  that  welcomes  her  back 
To  her  peerless  throne  in  heaven. 

The  beasts,  the  birds,  have  gone  to  rest ; 

The  zephyr  on  the  hill 
Is  hush'd  :  the  bee  has  made  her  nest, 
On  some  fair  lily's  shining  breast, 
In  nature's  bi'ightest  garments  drest, 

And  there  she  sleeps  her  fill. 

Then  why  do  I,  with  hung'iing  strife, 

Thus  hasten  o'er  the  lea  ? 
Because,  behind  yon  hill,  a  wife 

Has  trimmed  a  fire  for  me; 


.  'f*-.?;- 


And  soothes  my  children's  eager  haste 
"With  tales,  to  childhood  sweety      .  , 
Wh  ispering  of  floods,of  forests  past.      :\  ( 


il-  :  ■;■  .r*'.-  ■•'■'•  •"  ■  MY  '  COlTApE    HOME.  '  '  '  '    '"  ■'  ■■  ' 

Of  much-loved  footsteps  hurrying  fast 

Their  fond  embi*ace  to  meet. 

?■■-..  '  •  '••'■ 

Even  now  my  fancy  runs  before :  ' 

:.}.    I  see  the  cot,  I  see  the  door, 

<,     ^      I  see  th©  frugal  boai-d. 

Neat  spread ; — the  chair  that's  placed  for  me, 

The  infant  on  a  mother's  knee, 

And  rising  hopes  and  thoughts  I  see,  ■ 

And  looks  with  kindness  stored.  * 

I  see  at  my  humble  door  - 

A  friend — my  Tray — a  friend  who  boi'e, 

In  all  my  wants  a  share  ; 
Yet  still  a  fiiend,  his  welcoming  voice         i: 
t       Rouses  that  parent-soothing  noise 
Of  sunny  girls  and  ai*dent  boys. 

Who  cry,  "My  father's  there !" 

Sweet  o'er  these  uplands  floats  the  sumnfier  breeze, 
Kissing  the  flow'rs  that  on  its  green  path  lie ; 

Fair  are  those  flow'rs  whose  sunlit  bosoms  heave 
With  balmy  sighs  of  perfect  melody.  ' 


?>-.- 
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But  sweeter  far,  those  little  lips  that  press 

My  weary  cheek,  and  soothe  my  frequent  toil ; 

And  fairer  far,  those  sunny  eyes  that  bless 
My  humble  mansion  with  a  constant  sinile. 

And  the  low'ring  storm,  and  the  beating  blast. 

And  poverty's  leaden  brow, 
May  ft'own  on  the  present,  and  mock  at  the  past, 
And  cold  neglect  shall  vainlj'  wast^e 

Her  shafts  on  my  feelings  now. 


MY    COTTAGE    HOME. 
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For  an  altar  was  rear'd  on  this  hearth  of  mine. 

And  lit  by  an  angel's  hand ; 
Where  the  light  of  domestic  comfort  shines,       -^^^K, 
Illumes  our  lone  path  through  this  dark  world's      • 

A tKj  guides  to  a  fairer  land  I  y^ ; v-*'      [climes,  \ 


■*■ : 


Where  the  souls  that  beam  through  these  ^unnj  eyes. 

Shall  mingle  lio  more  to  aei-ve ;  ^j-    ^^ 

Shall  enjoy  wiih  the  just,  and  the  good,  and  the  wise/v 
An  endvj'ing  home  in  yon  starry  skies, 

For  e\^er  and  forever.      ^<,.  . 


f, 


Now,  tbo'  the  fates  ordained  these  feet 

Should  wilds  and  fo:  6:^ts  i't)^!!! ; 
Yet  here  they  form'd  my  last  retreat, 
Where  love,  and  pe^ce,  and  comforts  meet. 
And  shed  a  halo,  calm  and  sweet,        . . 
Around  my  cottage  homd.         '  ".' 

,  •  ■.'--.••         ''^; 
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A  REVIEW  OP  THE  OPERATIONS 

OV  THE 

BRITISH  AND  FOREIGN  BIBLE  SOCIETY. 

■^^^^^S  8ome  blight  Btar  in  distant  skietj 
''*^i    On  lifeless  orbs  sheds  glory  i*ound, 
While  joy  and  beauty  prostrate  lies, 
In  night's  dull,  frigid  fettera  bound ; 

So  shined  our  star  of  gospel  light, 
Till  yeara  and  ages  roU'd  away ; 

Unseen  in  supei'stition^s  night, 
Unfelt  in  error's  sunless  day. 

But  now  the  clouds  bi*eak  off  apace, 
That  clothed  our  world  in  sombre  shade ; 

The  morn  of  joy,  the  light  of  grace, 
The  I'ealms  of  moi*al  night  invade. 

Increasing  lustm  cheere  our  eyes, 
Still  faii-er  scenes  unfold  to  view ; 

Behold  the  Sun  of  glory  rise, 

Behold  His  sky  of  cloudless  blue.  -  -v' 

His  morn,  fast  verging  into  day, 

Poui*8  on  the  world  a  flood  of  light ; 
Drives  moral  darkness  far  away. 
And  melts  the  fogs  of  mental  night. 


mSr^^ffl^ 


IONS 


SOCIETY. 


TO    TIIE    BRITISH    AND    FOKKIGN    BIBL£    SOCIETY. 

Bright  in  His  train,  love,  joy,  and  peace, 
Pursue  His  consecrated  way  ; 

Truth  bids  the  work  of  death  to  cease, 
Ti  uth  turns  the  wanderer,  far  astray  ; 

Points  him  to  mansions  in  the  sky, 
A  house  beyond  the  solar  road ; 

Touches  his  heart,  his  ear,  his  eye, 
And  shows  him  who  and  what  is  God. 
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Roll  on  thy  course,  celestial  flame. 

Bright  o'er  our  world  thy  banners  wave ; 
Spread  far  and  wide  Em  manners  name. 
And  show  His  will,  His  power  to  save. 

Subdue  the  savage  tribes  of  men. 

From  Gi-eenland  to  the  Southern  pole  ; 

Display  salvation's  glorious  plan. 
And  shino,  the  light  of  eveiy  soul. 

Conquering,  and  on  to  conquer  go 
In  love  and  mercy's  bright  array ; 

Till  every  heart  with  rapturous  flow, 
Echoes  thy  never  ending  sway. 

Then  shall  the  ransomed  with  a  song 
The  hallowed  courts  o^  Zion  tread  ; 

And  Israel's  outcasts  join  the  throng. 
With  full  fruition  on  their  head. 


^-   S;;-;  ;»':r/.^ji^^  ^^-^'Y-h 
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THE    MOURNER. 


H  E  night  was  gathering  on  the  hlU 
With  low'nng  aspect  sad ;       : 
The^old  winds  raved,  the  woods  appedr'd 
In  sable  motu'oiog  clad. 

The  sky  waswrapp'd  in  murky  clouds, 
The  j*ude  waves  lash'd  the  shore ;  ; 

And  sorrowing  natuix).  seen^^d  to  feel. 
A  pang  unfelt  befove. 

Ev'n  then  a  I'uin'd  female  pour'd 
Her  8oriH)W8  on  the  gale ;  >  f* 

And  moaning  night  winds  to  my  ear 
Convey'd  the  plaintive  tale :   - 

"Henrv,  when  fii*8t  you  won  my  he^rt, 
A  heart  then  fi-oe  from  guile,  . 

1  little  thought  deceit  was  hid 
Beneath  thy  specious  smile." 

"Aud  when  you  vow'd  that  for  my  sake 

All  else  you  would  foi'ego, 
I  thought  that  truth  had  formed  the  words, 

And  rapturo  bade  them  flow;'* 

"And  when  you  call'd  on  heaven  and  swore 

Your  steadfiastl'iiiY'S  was  mine, 
Could  I,  poor  unsuspecting  maid, 

Conceive  thy  base  design  ?" 
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THE   MOURNER. 

"Your  feign 'd  esteem  I  felt  sincere;  ^ 

To  each  false  sigh  you  heav'd,       '    ' 

My  heart  i-eplied,  but,  ah  I  too  latt 

I  found  I  was  deceived." 

■    CyJ   )■'-•• 
"And  now  a  wanderer,  lost,  forlorn, 

I'm  on  the  rude  world  driven ; 

You  robb'd  me  of  my  peace  on  earth, 

And  all  ray  hopes  of  heaven." 

"Yea  more,  my  father's  mourn'd  my  shame, 

Till  death  forbade  his  woe ; 
And  now  he  tastes  those  joys  that  I, 

Poor  wretch,  shall  never  know." 

"Within  this  cold  unfeeling  world, 

Ah  !  how  shall  I  sustain 
The  inwai-d  pang,  the  scoff  of  pride, 

The  smile  of  cold  disdain  ?" 

"Henry,  I'm  humbled  to  the  dust, 
O'ei-whelm'd  with  guilt  by  thee ; 

And  want,  and  care,  and  shame,  and  woe, 
My  certain  destiny." 

She  paused  ;  a  deep,  a  heavy  sigh. 

Groaned  on  the  passing  wind  ; 
I  turn'd,  and  felt  this  ai-dent  wish, 

Deep,  graven  on  my  mind  : 

May  I,  if  e'er  I  act  so  base 

A  part  to  womankind. 
Be  lost  to  eveiy  social  joy 

That  cheers  the  human  mind  ; 
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THK    MOURNER. 


And  may  the  bolts  of  angry  heaven 
Red  on  my  soul  be  hurl'd ; 

Remorse,  my  only  fnend  on  earth, 
And  hell,  my  future  world. 
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ODE    TO    TRUTH 


'F 


Jl^AIL,  fii-st-boin  daughter  of  the 
^^^  sky, 

Unchanging  Truth !  With  aiduoiis  wigh 
I  woo  th}'  saci'cd  smiles ; 
But  in  what  vale  remote  may  1 
Meet  the  mild  lustre  of  thine  eye, 
That  meed  for  all  my  toils. 

In  palace  gay,  or  lonely  shade, 

Say,  dost  thou  choose,  delightful  maid, 

To  breathe  thy  simple  tale  ? 
In  courts  and  concerts  art  thou  seen, 
Or  where  the  wildflowers  blossom  sheen, 

Deep  in  the  sheltered  vale  ? 

'Tis  thou  that  in  the  lowly  shed 
Dircct'st  the  infant  foot  to  tread 

Religion's  sacred  way ; 
Guard 'st  from  deceit  the  youthful  soul, 
And  bids  its  hopes,  its  wishes  roll 

To  scenes  of  endless  day. 

Sweet  maid,  one  boon  I  crave  of  thee : 
Whene'er  my  devious  steps  you  see 

The  verge  of  error  near, 
O,  do  thou  point  the  better  way, 
And  let  me  hear  thee  whispering  say. 

'This  is  the  path,  walk  here!" 
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36  ODE   TO  TRUTH. 

<*  Then  shall  I  learn  unmov'd  to  tread 

.  f         Those  paths  where  specious  ills  aie  spread 
;.  To  lead  my  feet  astray ; 

;  .  And  when  I  yield  my  latest  breath, 

Thy  smiles  shall  blunt  the  shafts  of  death, 
And  waft  my  soul  to-Day. 
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THE  IRISH  EMIGRANT  TO  HIS  LOVER 

i>*-^it^  mountain  maid,  come,  let  uh  hasten  away, 
I'M^U     Let  us  flee  to  a  happier  land  ; 
Where  the  flow' re  of  the  West  wear  their  brightest 
aiTuy,  •    r 

And  would  smile  to  bo  euU'd  by  thy  hand. 

^h !  mouni  not,  though  Erin  should  fade  from  thy  view, 
As  we  stretch  o'er  the  dark,  rolling  tide ; 
)Pov  sad  are  her  high,  swelling  mountains  of  blue, 

The  home  of  my  long-promised  bride, 

• 

Lnd  what?  tho'  the  harebell  and  shamrock  bloom  gay 
O'er  the  mountain-stream's  cleai*,  passing  wave  ; 

^rom  the  crush  of  oppression*let's  batten  away 
To  the  land  of  the  tree  and  the  brave. 

■■  ,;.■•■        '  ■   ''.         •* 

^h,  sigh  not !  nor  thus  let  thy  pjccious  teai*8  flaw,  * 
Tho'  her  mountain-walks  fade  fj*om  our  view ; 

|will  bless  thee  in  pleasure,  I'll  soothe  thee  in  woe, 
And  my  prayeis  shall  be  whisper'd  for  you. 

lo'  I  too  must  weep;  yet  my  sorrows  are  vain, 
[For  far  hence  I  am  destined  to  loam ; 
it  the  best  spot  of  earth  to  the  laboiijig.  swain 
[s  that  land  where  he  finds  bim  a  homo. 


jhougb  the  author  wouid by  no  means  admit  that  this  and  similar  express^ 
[in  the  e>ame  pieoo  are  descriptive  of  biei  own  personal  feelings ;  yet  be  is 
loonvinoed  that  thousands  leave  that  interescing  country  with  sentimento 
18  unfriendly  to  her  institutions  than  the  expression  would  indicate, 
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THE    IRISH    EMIGRANT   TO    HIS    LOVER. 


Ah  I  wljei'v  is  my  home  now,  where  (fugitive)  peace     ;.;, 
Once  pouc'd  on  my  heart'sthroh  her  smile ;    •    ']t  ■  '     ' 

And  whose 'are  those  fields  now,  whose  annual  increase      \. 
Repaid  with  her  harvests  my  toil  ? 

Another  now  owns  them,  their  sunshine  has  fled,  .   ' 

And  my  cottage  is  razed  to  the  ground; 
And  oppression  has  urged  me  away  from  that  shed 

Where  my  deepest  affections  were  bound. 

Then  come,  my  dear  Julia,  I'll  find  thee  a  home, 

Where  the  frown  of  the  tyrant  is  vain  ; 
Where  the  wild  elk  and  re  indeer  at  freedom  can  roam, 

And  the  Ottawa  winds  through  the  plain. 

Where  the  maple-tree  spreads  its  dark  branches  on  high, 

Our  barkc-over'd  cot^shall  be  there ; 
Where  the  wood-pigeons  wail  shall  awake  thy  soft  sigh, 

And  partake  of  thy  sensitive  tear. 

And  oft  as  at  evening  you  steal  by  my  side. 

When  '^very  affection  is  peace ; 
We  will  think  of  a  land  'yond  the  dark  rolling  tide. 

And  pray  that  her  sorrows  may  cease. 
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THE  WORTH  OF  SOULS. 


l^fcJpE  pay  our  Pai*8on  every  year 
^^     Six  hundred  silver  crowns 
To  preach,  to  praj^,  to  catechise, 
And  walk  his  pastoi*al  rounds. 

Now  ten  rich  harvests  have  roll'd  by 
Since  he  the  work  began ; 

Yet  small  improvement  we  perceive 
In  woman,  child,  or  man.  ' 

Pej'haps  there's  one  has  changed 
his  course. 

And  seems  for  heaven  steering ; 
Perhaps  there's  two  has  laid  aside, 

The  naughty  vice  of  swearing. 

But  in  the  main,  we  di-ink  and  lie, 
Are  quite  as  prone  to  evil ; 

As  if  he  had  admonished  us 
To  love  and  sei-ve  the  Devil. .. 

Now  at  this  rate,  'twill  cost  a  heap 
Of  prayer  and  exhortation  , 

Besides  a  most  enormous  sum, 
To  save  the  congregation. 
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CHURCH    LIVING 
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|WELVE  times  a  year,  a  little  bread 
Is  here  dispensed  to  staining  sinners ; 
'Tis  useful  tho' — for,  acid,  like. 
It  makes  us  ready  for  our  dinners. 

'Tis  raised  upon  the  world's  rude  soil, 

For  which  we  pay  the  reverend  donor 
In  kind — the  fruit  of  niggard  fields — 
A  little  grain,  a  little  honor. 

'Tis  like  our  home-made  oaten-cakes, 
Ill-colored  too,  and  something  dusty ; 

But  yet  we  eat  it  with  a  zest 

(It  comes  so  seldom)  tho'  it's  musty. 

Ten  years  we've  waited  on  the  feast. 
And  yet  we're  not  a  whit  the  fatter; 

'Tis  good  to  fast,  and  hence  they  say 
Our  leanness  is  but  little  matter. 

I  wish  the  Loi-d  would  send  us  bread 
More  fj'equent  if  He  could  affoi-d  it, 

Or  else  we'll  have  to  push  our  heads 
In  some  new  building,  to  be  boarded. 
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ELEGAIC  STANZAS   ON  THE  LATE 
.  WILLIAM    HOOD, 
STUDENT  or  DIVINITY,    GLASGOW. 
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/^iSffilS  done— the  flteetins-  dream  of  life  is  by, 
^^^P    His  race  is  run ;  extinet'w  the  vital  throe 
Of  one  in  humble  life,  whose  generous  sigh 
Responded  to  the  voice  of  human  woe. 


Low  in  the  charabei*s  of  the  silent  dust, 

Beneath  the  solitary,  heaving  sod, 
Slumbei-s  a  heart  whose  deep,  whose  fervid 
trust 

Hung  on  the  mercies  of  the  Christian's  God. 

His  was  the  wish,  the  bounteous  wish,  to  sooth, 
The  woes  of  all  within  his  narrow  sphere; 
^    The  suppliant  brow  of  misery  to  smooth,  ^ 

And  wipe  with  sympathy  the  falling  tear. 

Ne'er  did  the  child  of  want  beseech  in  vain ; 

Freely  he  shared  the  pittance  of  his  store ; 
Sought  to  unbind  oppression's  galling  chain, 

And  gave  a  sigh  when  he  could  give  no  more. 

No  more  where  heathbells  bloom  in  artless  pride, 
The  healthful  breath  of  evening  he'll  inhale; 

No  more  at  night  the  blazing  heai'th  beside. 
The  children  hear  his  winning  moral  tale. 

No  more  the  maid  that  oiice  he  loved  so  dear, 
Shall  fondly  clasp  him  to  her  faithful  breast ; 


■<Tir>7^-^^ 


m 


;  i;  i-ii 


;i'i! 


1 1   ' 


liii    ' 


iili! 


IIPi'ii 


1:1     !! 


42 


TO   THE   LATE   WILLIAM   HOOD,    GLASGOW. 


«.»f,  /•     The  idol  of  her  soul  no  long«'r  hei'e, 
"■       Basks  in  the  Bunshine  oi  eternal  i*est. 

And  I  no  moi-e,  companion  of  his  youth,  '- 

At  eve,  by  dell  or  shade;  with  him  shall  rove, 
To  search  the  page  of  everlasting  truth, 
Or  trace  the  wondei*8  of  redeeming  love.  .    ' . 

He's  gone — the  hamlet's  much  lamented  prides- 
Gone  to  the  regions  of  eternal  rest ; 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  faith  o'er  Jordan's  tide, 
His  happy  spirit  mingles  with  the  blest. 

And  though  no  sculptui-ed  stone  his  merits  tell. 
Nature  adorns  with  simple  flow'rs  his  grave ; 

And  many  a  tear  of  honest  grief  shall  well. 
And  fall  on  leaves  that  o'er  his  slumber  wave. 

And  though  to  dust's  consigned  his  mortal  fi'ame, 
(From  dust  it  came,  to  dust  it  must  be  given), 

Yet  still  remembrance  sighs  his  much-loved  name, 
Child  of  mortality  and  heir  of  heaven. 

And  O !  may  wo,  piisonei-s  of  hope  yet  here. 
Live  as  he  lived,  and  as  he  died  expii-e  ; 

Read  in  a  Saviour's  love  our  title  clear 
To  heaven,  and  aftei*  heavenly  joys  aspire. 
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INSCRIBED   TO 

J.  D.  C,  Belfast. 
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i|^)^'EEP  in  a  vale,  from  man  retired, 
^^ftS  A  rustic  Harp  I  ludely  strung  j 
And  oft  by  fancy's  pow'r  inspiied, 
With  pathos  keen  her  notes  I  flung. 

The  strains  that  charm  the  lover's  ear. 
Those  artless  strains  were  often  mine; 

But  now  a  tone,  a  sigh,  a  tear. 
We  otfer  on  fair  friendship's  shrine. 

And  though  my  untaught  notes  are  wild. 
And  though  my  Harp  is  rude  to  sec, 

I  sweep  that  harp  (affection '14  child) 
To  friendship,  gratitude  and  thee  j 


And  though  a  rustic  swain  I  be, 

That  fortune's  darkest  frowns  abide, 

I  feel  what  thou  hast  done  for  me. 
Thou  maid  that  dwell'st  by  Lagan's  side ! 


~-o<=>& 
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***  Miss  Jane  Dickee  Cumming»  sister  of  Mrs.  Charles  Tweed :  printed  in 
'Belfast  News  Letter,"  about  1815. 
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TO  THE  INFANT  DAUGHTER  OF  A  FRIEND, 

WITH  A  NEW  TESTAMENT. 

i^'  ■  ■ 

*Eliza  : — 

Thou'It  accept  this  Hmall  gift  from  a  peasant 
obscure, 
Who  measures  life's  humblest  vale ; 
And  this  plain,  humble  verse  thou  shalt  calmly 
:  endure, 

Nor  smile  on  a  cottager's  tale. 

I  long  thought,  3re  of  Erin  I'd  take  my  last  view, 

Or  my  home  and  my  countiy  resign. 
That  I'd  leave  with  some  lov'd  one  a  fervent  adieu, 

And  I  feel  that  adieu  shall  be  thine. 

Then  keep  it,  Eliza, — 'twill  teach  thee  to  live. 
And,  what's  better,  'twill  teach  thee  to  die; 

It  will  soften  each  stroke  that  mipfortune  may  give, 
And  soothe  sorrow's  bittei-est  sigh. 

In  this  cold,  selfish  world,  to  the  heart  that's  oppress'd, 

A  bright  vista  it  opens  to  view ; 
Wheie  hope  ha«  her  anchor,  where  faith  safely  rests 

On  glories  unfadiDg  and  true.      v:.        :  - 

But  I  hope  on  life's  dark  and  adventurous  stage, 

Not  a  sigh  in  thy  bosom  shall  rise ; 
And  that  peace  may  illume  thy  youth  and  thy  age 

With  the  joys  of  the  just  and  the  wise  : 

*  A  daughter  of  Major  Joba  Higgiutiou,  of  the  Nappin. 
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'Tie  my  wish  j  and  when  plunged  in  the  wilds  of  the. 
West, 

When  care  hangs  on  life's  tremulous  flame, 
A  prayer  shall  escape  from  the  lone  exile's  breast, 

To  prove  every  feeling  the  same. 

I  blush  on  this  trifle,  so  trifling  indeed 
That  my  sigh  shall  its  journey  attend; 

Yet  if  ever  thy  heart  has  occasion  to  bleed, 
Thou  shalt  fiud  in  this  trifle  a  friend. 
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KEFLECTIONS. 

— — '* 

RETURNING  at  night,  fl^om  the     |\ 
Jbdiili^        .  toils  of  the  day,  V" 

When  all  was  silent  and  still ; 
When  the  moon  lent  to  Auturan  a  friendly  ray, 
And  the  silver  cloud  slept  on  the  hill ; 

Then  I  thought  of  my  joys,  that  are  gone  and  away, 
And  I  thought  of  my  soitows  long  past ; 

And  I  fiplt  that  to-morrow  shall  be  as  to-day, 
And  the  forthcoming  year  as  the  last. 

Then  why  should  solicitude  trouble  my  heart, 

Or  care  for  the  day  that's  to  come  ? 
In  this  wide-spreading  world  I  can  challenge  my  part, 

And  this  world  till  I  leave  is  my  home. 

Its  splendour,  its  ti-oubles,  its  joys,  or  its  griefs, 

Are  certainly  little  to  me  ; 
If  I  sorrow,  death  hastens  fo  give  me  i-elief^ 

And  he  hastens  to  finish  my  glee,    ..      - 

If  the  proud  give  me  hate,  when  it  injures  me  not, 

Their  hati-ed's  as  good  as  their  love ; 
While  the  roof  throws  the  storms  from  the  eaves  of  my 

'Tis  as  good  as  a  castle  would  prove,  [cot, 

.■'■'■;,  ' 

While  fancy's  rich  fields  open  wide  to  my  gaze, 

And  peace  on  my  humble  shed  poui*8 
Her  beam,  need  I  thirst  for  fame's  fugitive  blaze;    ^> 

Sav  what  can  she  do  for  me  more  ?  it 
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Is  a  competence  all  that  the  soul  can  enjoy  ? 

It  is  mine  then,  the  fruit  of  my  toil ; 
And  the  trappings  of  wealth  shall  ne'er  cost  me  a  sigh, 

Or  her  favors  provoke  me  to  smile. 

So  why  should  solicitude  trouble  my  heart, 

Or  care  for  the  day  that's  to  come  ? 
In  this  wide-spreading  world  I  can  challenge  a  part, 

And  this  world  till  I  leave  is  my  home. 

And  calmly  we'll  wait  tili  the  leveller  comes, 

That  comes  to  the  sad  and  the  gay ,' 
For  soon  shall  our  pleasures  be  lost  in  the  tomb, 

And  our  sorrows  shall  vanish  a^  they. 
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THE  HOUSE  OF  GOD, 

EACON  of  hope  1    On  yonder  height 

The  ahrinc  of  peace  is  seen ; , 
Gilded  with  Sabbath's  holj  light,  .1  .> 
House  of  remembrance  fail*  and  white, 
Upon  the  village  gi-een. 

Thither  the  honeet  inietics  hie 

To  hear  salvation'H  voice ; 
View  in  their  wondrous  destiny, 
Thy  glory,  Immortality, 

And  in  thy  beams  I'ejoice. 

Hei'alds  of  mei^cy  here  proclaim 

Fi'om  whom  our  mei-cies  spring ; 
Ho  1  ye  who  thii*8t  foj*  living  streams, 
Come  join  the  loud,  the  glad  acclaims 
To  heaven's  anointed  King. 

Offers  of  pai-don  from  on  high 

Salute  the  astonish'd  -  ir ; 
Believe !  believe  1  a  Saviour  dies, 
A  pure,  a  spotless  sacrifice. 

And  all  our  sorrows  beai's. 


Come  to  the  living  waters,  come. 

And  wash  away  your  sins ; 
No  moi"e  a  houseless  wanderer  roam. 
Arise,  enjoy  thy  heavenly  home. 
The  realms  of  light 
within. 


THB  H0D8S   OF   QOD. 

Forsake  thy  low,  thy  sordid  joys, 
Time  flies,  her  lapse  improve; 

And  with  the  just,  the  good,  the  wise, 

Assert  thy  title  to  the  skies, 
To  everlasting  lova 

Join,  ye  the  marshal'd  troops  on  hig^h,, 
And  with  the  shield  of  faith 

And  Spirit's  sword,  to  victory 

Presjj  on,  to  Immortality, 
And  tiiiimph  over  death. 

Thus  sounds  the  silver  tmmp  of  He^Ten, 

While  broad  her  glories  wave ; 
Lamp  of  our  feet,  in  mercy  given, 
To  light  life's  rugged  path  uneven, 
And  guide  us  o'er  the  grave. 

In  those  blest  courts  the  rich,  the  po«r. 

The  saint  and  sinner  meet; 
Deep  humbled,  one  his  guilt  deploi^es,^ 
And  one  in  gratitude  adores 

Redemption's  work  complete. 

There  burets  the  penetential  sigh. 

There  love's  glad  anthems  swell ; 
There  faith  unfettered,  soaring  high, 
Sui'veys  those  mansions  in  the  sky 
Where  sainted  spirits  dwell. 

There  the  rapt  choir  in  sacred  song, 

Their  grateful  tnbute  pay ; 
Tlosannas  dwell  on  every  tongue, 
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And  echoing  i-oll  the  ibIo  along, '' 
And  swell  to  ecstacy.  ' 

There  flows  the  sigh  of  fervent  prayer, 

And  sti-cngth  divine  implores ; 
"Seek  ye  my  face,"  the  Loiti  declares,— 
We  seek  it,  O,  may  each  one  shai-e 
Thy  favor  evermoi*e ! 

Theixj  shines  in  chai-acters  of  light 

Redemption's  glorious  plan  \       ^  . 
Justice  and  love  and  truth  unite, 
With  heaven's  unconquemble  might, 
To  ransom  guilty  man. 

And  now  the  wilderness  shall  bloom 

Like  Shai-on's  bloasom'd  rose ; 
The  lonely  desert,  breaths  perfume, 
And  flowers  of  hope  adorn  the  tomb, 
Dispelling  mortal  woes.  :  .* 

Harps  of  Eternity  proclaim  ^         , 
Salvation's  jubilee  ;  .  ,.; 

Bow !  angels,  bow !  to  Jesus'  name, 
Earth's  offspring  join  the  loud  acclaim. 
And  shout  for  victory  !  _,       - 
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JgKULTA,  when  tho  winds  blow  loud, 
'^'^^i  And  winter  with  his  frozen  hand, 
Has  wi-app'd  beneath  a  snowy  shroud 
The  flow'ry  beauties  of  our  land,  f      . 

Does  then  affection's  refluent  tide 
Grow  cold  and  freeze  like  ice-bound  river ; 

Or  does  her  halcyon  stream  abide 
As  pure,  as  warm,  as  strong  as  ever? 


"i-^. 


Julia,  when  the  spicy  gale 

Wantons  on  the  breast  of  spring  ; 

And  shrub  and  flow'r  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
O'er  bow'r  and  mead,  their  fragrance  fling. 

Does  then  the  soul  its  pow'rs  renew. 
And  warmer,  deeper  feelings  cherish ; 

Eager  her  sunshine  hopes  pursue, 

Hopes  doom'd  in  wintery  storms  to  perish  ? 

Ah !  no,  that  love  that's  worth  the  name 
No  changeful  season  ever  knows ; 

But  blooms  in  wint'ry  storms  the  same 
As  when  the  summer  solstice  glows  ; 
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TO  JULIA. 
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The  same  anchanging,  steadfast  one, 
In  rest,  in  toil,  in  joy  and  sorrow; 

The  same  when  years  of  tnals  gone, 
The  same  through  every  future  morrow. 
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THE    SUICIDE 


ALES  where  I  huve  daily  t(.nled) 
saK  j^tj^i  I  tlrea,d  from  henco  to  move  me  ? 
Vales  where  fiieiidship  might  have  smiled, 
What  have  I  to  make  me  love  thee  ? 

Here  no  soothing  joys  I  know, 
Gently  through  my  bosom  stealing ; 

Hei-e  no  smiling  face  I  view, 
To  wake  che  thi-ill  of  grateful  feeling. 

Here  I  many  a  pang  have  borne 

Uneonsoled,  in  silent  sorrow ; 
Here  has  care  my  bosom  torn, 

Closed  the  eve  and  waked  the  moiTOw, 

Much  I  loved  thy  winding  streams,   . 

Through  the  nodding  hazel  straying ; 
And  much  admired  the  evening's  beams 

Ujpon  its  gls^^  bosom  playing. 

And  much  I  loved  the  shephe/d's  home, 
Where  simple  peace  has  reared  her  dwelling; 

Where  love  a,bides,  where  iiiendohip  comes, 
The  peasant's  humble  care  dispelling. 


Hut,  nor  cot,  nor  home,  have  I, 

Nor  friend,  nor  fiiendship's  smile  to  cheer  me  ; 
Nor  one  to  soothe  my  swelling  sigh, 

.]Sior  one  in  son-ow's  plaint  to  hear  me. 
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THE     SUICIDE. 


Forwai-d  I  cast  my  cheerless  eyes 
To  scenes  where  anguish  lingers  over ; 

I  feel  the  pang  that  never  dies, 

Despair  o'er  all  my  prospects  hover. 

I  feel  the  last  faint  beam  depart, 

That  cheer'd  me  through  this  vale  of  sonx)w ; 
The  sun  of  hope  sets  on  my  heart, 

But  never  more  shall  dawn  the  morrow. 

Fate  comes  my  bleeding  heart  to  tear, 
The  gloom  of  poverty  has  brought  her ; 

She  comes  with  wild  dishevelled  hair. 
And  meagre  hands  prepared  for  slaughter. 

Farewell  then  light  of  yon  hillside, 

For  fate  has  sworn  that  we  must  sever ; 

Thou  brightest  star  of  eventide 
This  last  adieu,  we  part  forever. 

Sweet  maid,  farewell !  this  bursting  isigh 
Bespeaks  the  anguish  of  our  parting  ; 

But  ah  !  the  pang  shall  never  die. 
That's  wildly  in  my  bosom  starting. 

Welcome  ye  fiends,  of  influence  fell! 

Care,  grief,  and  pain,  this  bosom  harrow  j 
Here  is  a  heart  wherein  to  dwell. 

Come,  slake  in  blood  your  poisoned  arrow. 

Day,  veil  thy  face  in  darkest  gloom  I 
Come  sullen  night,  thy  votaries  greet  thee; 

Death,  hast  thou  yet  a  keener  boon, 
Ah,  no!  am  1  afraid  to  meet  thee  ? 
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Thy  feverish  strokes  shall  quickly  end, 

When  time  has  ceased  each  pulse  to  number ; 

I'll  hail  the  grave  my  only  fiiend,  ■  r  ^, 

And  thank  thee  fbi*  an  hour  of  slumber,      v; 
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OR   MILITARY 
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iHEN  Captains  in  moccasins  laced  up  with 
And  breeches-knees  worn  to  the  quick ;  [thongs. 
And  Sergents  in  home-spun  come  jogging  along, 
And  for  want  of  a  sword,  wear  a  stick. 


When  you  farmers  stand  up,  set  your  toes  to  the  square, 
Keep  your  mouth  and  your  eai's  somewhat  open ; 

And  when  long  rolls  of  foolscap's  unfurl 'd  in  the  air, 
Honor  bids  you  attend  to  what's  spoken. 

When  you  hear  with  a  Stammer,  half-spoken  half-spell'd, 

A  name  like  your  own  or  some  '''odder;'' 
Cry  "Here  sir !"  as  loud  as  your  bleeding  pig's  yeHp 

Or  your  ox  at  the  stall  calls  for  fodder. 

For  if  ever  the  blacli  mark,  is  put  to  j'our  name, 
(Though  this  warfare  may  seem  somewhat  funny)  ; 

You  will  find  when  the  constable  calls  you  again, 
He  wants,  not  youreelf,  but  your  money. 

O!  Grace  to  the  Captain's  who  taught  us  to  fight, 
With  a  "here  sir,"  instead  of  the  claymore; 

I'll  cry  "here  sir !"  till  "Yankee"  men  take  them  to  flight, 
And  with  "here  sir,"  than  Samson  I'll  slay  more. 

But  if  training  day's  hot,  and  my  tune  pipe  gets  dry, 
(As  a  man  may  be  weak  and  yet  willing) ; 

Should  ar.other  more  handy,  crj"  louder  than  I 
0,  rip,  na  my  pouch  for  ten  shillings. 
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J^^i^lFE'S  like  the  dream  that  shoots  athwart 
The  sl.umbring  infant's  braivi; 
Till  fancy  wai;e& — the  Budden  start — 
. .And  lo !  it  sleeps  again. 

Or,  like  the  sunbeam  on  the  hill, 
.  When  sliadowy  autumn  flies ; 

This  hour  it  glisttns  on  the  rill^ 
/The  next  it  faintly,  dws. 

Or  like  the  meteor's  passing  ray, 

A  glance  unseen  before ; 
Oj'  like  the  flow'r  that  feels  decay, 
^And  fades  to  bloom  no  more. 

Fleet  are  its  lights,  its  shadows  fleet ; 

And  all  its  boasted  joys,  -  '' 
(Fi'ail  as  we  are),  aw  frailer  yet, 

And  nevw  satisy.    ^^-   '^ 

Son  of  mishap,  if  sorrow's  pow'r 
Around  thee  sheJs  her  gloom  ; 

Watch  ye,  stand  fast,  the  next  fleet  hour, 
May  bear  thee  to  the  tomb. 

There  peace  unenvied,  pure  and  calm, 

Shall  o'er  thy  slumbei-s  rise ; 
Till  some  sweet,  morning — breathing  balm. 

Awakes  thee  for  the  skies. 


■-■r  ■.:■:■ 
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Then  the  last  pang,  endui-ed  before, 
Shall  ne'er  disturb  thy  rest; 

There  teara  and  sighs,  invade  no  moiD 
The  mansions  of  the  blest. 


And  thou,  whom  aflfluence  has  placed, 
Above  the  reach  of  care ;      -- 

Ai-ouse,  nor  golden  moments  waste, 
On  pleasures  light  ^  air. 

A  thousand  objects,  press'd  with  care, 

Thy  sympathies  demand ; 
And  Want's  pale  victims  seek  to  share. 

The  bounties  of  thy  hand. 

Shield  then  the  oi*phan,  born  distress'd. 

The  widow's  wants  remove ; 
And  joy  and  peace  shall  light  thy  breast. 

With  everlasting  love. 

Thus  an  inheritance  on  high, 
Shall  to  thy  hopes  be  given ; 

A  home  unsullied  with  a  sigh, 
Enduring  in  the  heavens. 
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REFLECTIONS 

ON  LEAVING  HOME 


jmimit^ 


^^gERE,  where  the  streamlet  softly  glides  along, 
\:^M,  And  htrms  responsive  to  the  redbreast's  song ; 
Here,  where  the  hawthoi-n  green,  with  grassy  lawn, 
Affonls  a  shelter  to  the  timid  hare, 
Here  let  me  make  one  pause — of  c^ief  sincere, 
And  heave  a  sigh,  and  drop  a  hearttelt  tear; 
To  all  my  joys,  to  all  my  tianspoi'ts  tell 
One  IcMie,  one  sad,  ctne  lingering  last  farewell. 

Before  my  vision,  hills  and  valleys  roll. 
And  thrill  with  angnish  on  my  bleeding  soul : 
— Y(Mi  lonely  cottage  throiigli  the  trees  descried, 
Yon  hedgerow.^  green  that  skirt  the  fountain's  side. 
Yon  clear  cascade,  the  daisy's  simple  crest, 
That  shines  beside  the  skylark's  hnmble  nest: 
Tell  to  my  sonl,  my  dream  of  pleasnse  o'er, 
I  flee  a  home,  to  taste  its  joys  no  more^ 

Land  of  my  birth,  farewell  \  to-mon-ow's  ray 
Shall  hail  thee,  lovely  as  thou  art  to-day, 
And  evtMiing's  fading  beams  shall  on  thee  pour. 
As  calm,  as  pure  a  light  as  heretofore ;         *  i 
Thy  linnets  sing  as  sweet,  thy  fountains  flow 
As  pure,  the  bluebell  and  the  rose  shall  glow 
As  fair  as  now  ;  but  none  shall  e'er  deplore. 
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REFLECTIONS   ON   LEAVING   HOME. 


•'V. 


Thy  echoing  hills,  thy  vales,  thy  winding  ehore,    . 
With  deeper  grief  than  mine,  nor  shed  a  tear  . 
Of  warmer  love,  with  sorrow  more  sincere 
Mourn  thee,  a  country  lost,  a  ruined  home; 
Mj'Tself  in  destitution  doom'd  to  roam,  ; 

A  hopeless  exile  far  beyond  the  sea, 
Whore  joys  may  bloom,  but  cannot  bloom  to  mo. 

The  breeze  is  up,  the  swelling  sail  is  set,      > 
And  still,  my  fancy  lingers  with  thee  yet, 
Craves  for  another  look,  and  fondly  roams 
O'er  scenes  beloved,  and  calls  them  still  her  home  ; 
Though  home,  if  home  she  has  lie-;  far  away 
Beyond  the  boundings  of  an  angry  sea, 
In  woods  immense,  where  savage  mon^sto. s  20am, 
'Tis  there — if  e'er,  the  wanderer  finds  a  home. 

Scenes  of  my  youth,  farewell !  the  loosened  sail 
Bends  to  tjje  pressure  of  the  rising  gale ; 
The  bark  bounds  lightly  o'er  the  swelling  tide, 
And  spai'ks  phoaphoiic  light  her  pitchy  side ; 
Cottage  and  farm  lade  slowly  from  my  sight. 
And  leaves  me  in  a  dark  and  hopeless  night; 
Alone,  unfriended,  on  the  billows  lost, 
My  eveiy  hope  of  earthly  comfoi't  crost ; 
My  prospect's  blighted,  and  my  bosom  worn, 
With  nights  of  grief  that  loiow  no  cheering  morn ; 
Of  every  sympathizing  friend  bereft. 
This  only  soothing  spring  of  feeling  left 
To  cherish  teai-s,  and  sighs  that  ever  swell. 
And  pour  unheeded  my  lone  and  Ia8t  iki'ewell. 
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J||j||HEN  the  tempesta^rage,  and  the  pine  tj  6e»  bend, 
•^^P  And  the  choking  d  lift  flies  by  ; 

And  the  moaning  winds,  the  stunn'd  ear  rendti 

With  winter's  minstrelsy ; 
When  far  in  the  trackless  forest  I 

Am  felling  the  stately  tree ; 
My  bosom's  heaved  with  a  frequent  sigh, 
And  that  sigh  is  all  for  thee.   , 

'Tis  then  the  joys  of  former  days, 

Crowd  on  my  ardent  mind,       • 
Till  fancy's  visions  befoi'e  me  blaizse, 

Sonl-soothing,  yet  unkind ;        «'  ^/ 
For  soon  the  crash  of  the  falling  tre«F, 

The  flimsy  scene  destroys ; 
Then  I  find  I  am  far  away  from'  thee, 

And  all  my  former  joys. 

Yet  ah !  how  soon  the  visions  bright, 

Creep  o^er  my  spiil  again ; 
Thus  cloud  and  sunshine,  glooni  arid  light, 

Sw'eep  o'er  the  autumnal  plain  ; 
Thus  time  a  oliungeful  aspect  wears,  ;^',    , 

Yet  each  succeeding  day,        /.  , ;.  ■    '  -^  ^ 
Tells  the  saVi  truth  that  I  am  here, 

And  thou  art  far  away. 


<(2  THE   rOBESTKE'8  EPISTLE. 

But  mourn  not  love,  though  fate  has  cast 
Viibt  wUcIh  betu'een  us  two ; 
';  .      The  days,  the  months,  the  storms  fly  past, 
:  ;'  And  still  oiu*  hearts  are  true; 

. '  ">       Though  gloomy  cai«  with  wiiig  of  jet, 
■■■■**  O'orHhiiden  om-  path  of  pain : 

A  brightei"  scene  bhall  open  yet, 
^,  And  we  shall  meet  iigain,  ^       "   '' 

Now  tell  me  if  the  little  throng 

That  Ciowd  a;<ound  thj  knee, 
With  juixiouo  look  enquire  how  long 

I  3'et  jAhail  i^b  ent  he  'i 
O  say,  do  tlKiy  talk  <»f  the  melting  suow, 

Or  tlie  ieefluke'o  q<nek  decay, 
Till  thy  hopes  in  a  h  ighter  current  flow, 

And  bweej)  thj  caies  away  ? 

And  when  thy  frugal  board  is  set, 

As  fiugal  it  must  be:  ,  ..  ,• 

When  thy  heiirt  is  tad,  and  thy  cheek  is  wot 

With  a  mothoi's  sympathy;      ,„  ,,.  .. 
O,  saj',  do  they  widh  a  iiithor  there 

To  bless  their  scanty  lot;      i  ». 
Anxious  their  homely  meal  to  share. 

With  Oiie  that*s  ne^er  Ibrgot  ? 

And  when  the  sun  has  gone  to  rest 

In  realms  of  fleecy  sn  w ; 
,        When  the  bsight  stai-s  t\vinkle  in  the  west, 

And  the  bitter  north  winds  blow; 
When  thy  brow  is  clouded  with  sileot  grief, 

Do  they  gather  i-ound  thy  knee. 
And  chwp  their  little  hands  and  breathe 

A  prayer  for  you  and  me  ? 


■-■>.. 


iCNi 
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THE    GRAVE    OP 

LITTLE    SAMUEL. 


.^3|'S  man}'  a  flow'j*,  unnoticed  and  unknown 
j^  Has  bloom'd,  and  died,  far  in  the  pathless 
wild ;  • 

-So  unlerneath  this  rud My  chisel 'd  stone, 
Slumbei*s  an  undistinguished  peasant's  child. 


I 


Few  knew  he  liv6d;  it  mattei>s  not  how  few 
Have  diopp'd  upon  his  tilent  grave  a  tear; 
Yet  they  who  mourned  his  early  summons 

knew,  ^*^^^<A/' 

The  teaiH  and  sighs  that  flow'd  wei*e     ^^^f^ 

all  sincere.  .;  -'•  ' 


.-..f- 


The  fiail  frail  dust  to  kindred  eai th  consigned, 
Nor  .pf^mp,  nor  piai^^e,  nor  elegy  requires, 
To  mark  his  resting  place,  the  sole  design 
That  guides  the  chisel,  and  the  verse  inspires. 


^: 


*f^ 
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"Heap  not  the  heavf  marble  on  my  head, 
To  shut  away  the.  sqnfhine  and  the  dew ; 
Let  small  b'ooms  grow  there,  aud  let  grasses 

wave,  '■ •■  "* 

And  rain  dropa  filter  through. *' 


Who  ia  the  author?' 


O  tell  me  not  of  CircasB- 
ian  maids. 


1 

With  their  browB  of  light  and  their  cheeks  like  ix)eee ; 
Or  those  scenes  where  the  myrtle-tree  castti  it8  shade,    , 

O'er  fields  whe.e  the  spicy  gale  reposes: 
For  I  have  seen  where  the  wild  winds  blow, 

And  with  f.igid  bj-eath  the  fountains  sealing  ; 
A  faii'er,  a  purer  maid  than  those. 

And  s  land  more  dear  to  tay  rug^^ed  feeling. 

O  tell  me  not  of  the  voice  of  song, 

That  swells  over  classic  vales  and  fottntains ; 
A  sweetej*  voioe  I  have^heaid,  among 

The  winding  glens  of  my  native  mottntains ; 
And  I  prized  it  the  moie  that  my  own  sweet  streamjs, 

Had  heai^  it  in  all  its  richness  flowing ; 
And  it  waked  on  my  fancy  her  airy  di^ms^       "^ 

With  all  their  faded  brightness  glowing. 


Much  of  lifer's  ills  havel  s©«n,  hav«I  known,        -    v  • 

And  endui-ed  on  my  wilderness  path  of  its  somylr ; 
And  my  hopes  one<3  so  bright  were  put  out  one  by  o^e^  . 

Till  seaive  one  lemains  to  enlighten  to-moiTOw ;  f 
Tetafcill  thciv  are  timet*,  thei«  tire  words,  tbei-e  dre  sixuleiv 

That  can  win  fiom  my  soul  ita  dejection  and  sadaoM; 
tWhen  the  heart  can  relinquish  its  cares  and  its  toils,  ■ 

AimI  dwell  in  the  sunshine  of  tHendship  and  gladness. 


^^-y 


TO- 
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fiueli  times  have  flown  pa8t,and  though  bi*ief  was  their  stay, 

Still  memory  pursues  them  and  hangs  on  their  plcasui*ea; 
And  fancy  retui-ns  to  their  light-covered  way, 

As  the  miser  returns  to  the  place  of  his  treasure ;: 
They  are  ti«asured,  and  hope,  syren  hope,  whispere  yet, 

Their  joys  o'er  oiu*  pilgrimage  pathway  shall  hover, 
E'er  our  day-star  in  realms  undiscovered  shall  set, 

Or  the  flow'i'B  of  the  valley  our  silent  dust  covers. 
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SACKED  TO  THE  MEMOEY  OF  THE  LATE    i  i 

\m 

Mrs.  NEIL  STEWART  OF  VANKLEEK  HILL.  ^ 


■  f>...«...— 


^^ISTER  in  heaven,  inheritor  of  joy  *f 

^^  Ineffable,  where  sorrowing  cannot  be ; 
May  we,  without  presumption,  heave  a  sigh, 
Or  speak  our  deep  regret  at  losing  thee  ? 

May  we  awake  our  melancholy  Lyre, 

Whose  sti'ings  are  steep'd  in  tca:s  and  tuned  to  woo; 
And  o'er  thy  memory  run  witJi  kc«>n  desire, 

To  taste  the  bliss  that  thou  shalt  ever  know  ? 

Mav  we  low  dwellers  in  a  wo  Id  oi  sin, 
Address  our  numbera  to  thv  soul  in  bli-is  ; 

Gather  from  death  immortjil  fruits,  or  win 
A  ray  from  glorious  land  to  b  ighten  ihis? 

We  may,  and  while  each  8:id  i*esounding  string 
Laments  th^'^  absence,  mouins  our  comforts  riven  ; 

O  may  our  Harp  no  vain  memoi  inl  bring, 
But  wake  in  unison  with  those  in  heaven. 


\V*}  seek  no  inspiration  from  the  pow'itji, 
That  flit  i*ound  Helicon  on  purple  wing  ; 

Wo  woo  thee,  tnith,  by  Zion's  saciod  bow'w, 
And  as  tiie  Bai*d  of  Israel  sang,  would  sing. 

S'  Uer  in  heaven,  wilt  thou  forgive  our  tears, 
Our  wishes  unsubdued,  our  frequent  sigh, 

Our  resignation  unresignod,  that  l)oars 
Fresh  waters  to  the  fountain  it  would  dry. 


!^: 


TO   THE   MEMORY   OF   MRS.    NEIL    STEWART  6t 

Thou  wilt,  for  thou  wast  once  as  frail  as  we, 
Yet  then  "thy  failings  leaned  to  virtue's  side:;" 

Thy  home  was  here,  nor  had  eternity 

Burst  on  thy  view,  tremendous  vast  and  wide. 

Thou  hadit  not  said  "Tliy  Idujdom  come,  O  Lord," 
With  that  deep  pathos  uttered  by  His  saints ; 

Nor  felt  the  Spirit's  all-subduing  sword, 

Ner  Degistei'cd  en  high  thy  soul^s  eomplainta. 

Yet  we  beheld  thee  lovely,  thought  thee  good, 
Believed  thee  gentle,  patient,  meek  and  kind ; 

The  needy  blest  th©e  for  their  daily  food, 

And  when  the  heart  was  erushM  'twas  thine  to  bind. 

Such  was  thy  state  when  One  with  accents  sweet, 
CallM  thee  to  raise  thy  heart  and  hopes  on  nigh ; 

And  on  the  Bock  of  Ages  set  thy  feet, 
And  put  upon  thy  lips  n  song  of  joy, 

Clave  thee  triumphant  victory  o'er  thy  foes, 

Achieved  thy  freedom,  ai'med  thy  soul  with  faith, 

Washed  tliee  in  streams  divine,  where  mercy  flows, 
Despoird  the  grave,  and  wrung  his  sting  from  death. 

And  as  thy  sun  declined,  his  setting  beams 
Flowed  glorious  on  Salvation's  holy  hill; 

Poured  his  last  i*adiance  on  the  bow'iS  an<l  stream^, 
Of  realms,  whei-e  pure  enjoyment  has  her  fill. 

Sister,  wo  mourn,  but  cannot  mourn  as  those 
Who  have  no  hope  beyond  the  house  of  clay , 

Thy  bliss  i.^  perfected,  thy  glory  flows 
From  the  gliul  fountains  of  eternal  day. 
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68  TO    THE   MEMOUY    OF   MRS.   NEIL     RTEVTART, 

O,  may  the  Binile  that  on  thy  B\rcet  lips  pljiy'd. 

And  dwells  upon  our  hearts,  allure  us  there; 
O,  may  thy  last  remonstrance  lend  us  aid, 

To  seek  thy  rest,  thy  perfect  bliss  to  share! 

And  may  our  heart,  that  withers  at  its  loss, 
A  woi'n,  a  wasted,  dessolated  thing. 

Seek  through  the  medium  of  the  Eternal  Cross, 
With  thee  to  reign  and  glad  hosannas  sing. 

And  may  thy  little  innocents,  bei*eft 
Of  every  joy  maternal  love  affords ; 
Find  yet  one  stream  of  purest  comfort  left, 
•  -.      A  home  on  high,  a  Parent  in  the  Lord. 

Time  rolls  her  mighty  circuit,  soDn  shall  we 
From  all  our  earthborn  troubles  iind  release; 

Beloved  one,  may  we  then  ascend  to  thee, 
And  share  the  joys  of  everlasting  pc-ace. 


•V  •  .,    •• 
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LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  Miss  E.  C, 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    A    RELATIVE. 

— — — o  ^aosJ*^  Cjo  [  o    -     — 
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LLEN  my  niiicli  esteemed, 


?'lfe  "ly  valued  friend,  -^ 

I  mourn  the  wounds  thy  teelings  have  sustained  ; 
Stroke  follows  sti-oko,  and  added  seasons  lend    ' 
Frcbh  soiTOws  to  a  heart  too  deeply  pained. 

r  moutu  thy  friends  cut  oft',  and  thou  alone; 

I  mourn  thee  far  removed  ti'oni  scenes  w^here  peace 
With  happy  promise  o'er  thy  young  days  shone, 

Nor  told  how  sooa  her  transient  light  should  cease. 

I  mourn,  that  year  by  ye;ir  thy  meyds  are  woe, 

Unchanged  as  thy  unmitigated  grief; 
Ills  tollowing  ills,  no  friendly  respite  show, 

Cares  crowd  on  cares  admitting  no  relief 

But  can  the  sigh  of  sympathy  remove, 
Caie's  pressure  from  the  lacerated  heart; 

Or  can  the  voice  of  friendship,  or  of  love, 
To  wounds  like  thine,  an  antidote  impart  ? 

Would  that  they  could !  Then  should  thy  tears  be  dry, 
And  light  and  joy  ani  happineBs  and  peace. 

Should  sweep,  like  summjr's  gala.^,  far  hence  thy  sigh. 
And  give  thy  aching  heart  a  glad  release. 

Vain  is  each  wish  ;  the  events  of  time  roll  on. 
Nor  hopes  promote  their  speed,  nor  fears  delay; 

Moments  otf  bliss  we  cherish'd,  now  are  gone; 
Seasons  of  grief  are  gone  as  well  as  they. 
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• 

Yet  still  we  wish,  and  while  the  heart  beats  warrnr, 
The  aspii-ation  consecratet*  her  shi-ine:        ^      ;  <     , 

Gives  brief  relief,  imparts  a  feeble  charm,  .    ' 

And  soothes  afflictions  even  deep  as  thine.  "   •' 

O I  I  would  wish  then,  that  the*  ills  that  thou 
Hast  met,  meet  daily,  or  hast  yet  U>  meet ; 

May  ne'er  with  fruitless  anguish  cloud  thy  brow, 
But  rather  lay  thee  at  thy  Saviour's  feet, 

Submitting,  and  submissive,  patient,  meek. 
Resigned  to  whatsoever  His  will  imparts ;. 

The  light  o(  faith  upon  thy  dewy  cheek. 
And  love  unfading  beaming  on  thy  heart. 

A  world  of  glory  bursting  on  thy  sight, 
A  home  far  hence  beyond  tlie  milky  way ; 

Pair  fields  with  everlasting  veTdurc  bright. 
And  skies  of  unextinguishable  day. 

Thus  glows  my  widh,  what  more  it  boots  not  now  to  say_ 


%% 


LKT  THEM  COME  IF  THEY 
DARE!"  Sir  F.  B.  HEAD. 


Ik 


^^^-JA^ULE  liiilain!  lovoly  Queen  of  the  ocean! 
H^jB  Do  the  hearts  quail  that  were  steel'd  to 

the  Btrif'e  ? 
Have  the  son's  of  old  Albion,  resigned   the 
devotion, 
That  knits  them  to  freedom  as  close  as  to  life  ? 


No.  The  bristling  bayonets,  the  i*oll  of  the  drum, 
And  the  red-cross  unfuj'l'd,  to  invaders  declare; 

We  have  steel  to  oppose  them  whenever  they  come, 
Then  let  the  base  traitors,  "Come  if  they  dare." 

"Pibroch  a  Donald  Dhu,  Pibi'och  a  Donald  !" 
Slumbers  the  clan  when  the  foemen  are  nigh ; 

Hark  !  'tis  the  claymore's  clang,  Caledon's  son's  shall 
Stand  by  their  freedom  to  conquor  or  die. 

Deep  in  the  valley,  aloft  on  the  mountain, 
The  war-pipe  is  pealing  her  notes  on  the  air; 

And  bold  men  and  brave  men  by   forest   and 
fountain, 
Invites  the  invaders  to  "Come  if  they  dai*e." 

Erin  Mavourneen  prepaie  for  the  contest. 
On  with  the  swoni  for  the  desperate  strife ; 

Be  the  hearts  of  the  thousands,  determined  as  one 
breast, 
To  yield  up  their  liberty  only  with  life. 


Li 
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LUT  THEM   COifE   IF   TBET  DARE 


»r" 


O,  remember  the  fields  where  the  Green  Island's  glory, 
XJnextinguish'd  still  burns  like  the  lamp  of  Kildai'e : 

And  flinging  your  challenge  on  high,  and  before  thee, 
Bid  the  foes  of  your  country  "Come  if  they  dare." 

Hark  1  'tis  the  war-whoop  that  rings  through  the  fbi-est. 
Proudly  the  Indian  plume's  waving  on  high  ; 

Keen  is  his  knife,  where  the  battle  is  sorest, 
Martial  his  step  and  intrepid  his  eye. 

Prom  the  chase  in  the  wild,  fi'om  the  lake,  from  ther 
river, 

He  hastes  to  the  red-field  of  vengance  and  war, 
And  breathing  defiance  at  once  and  forever. 

He  bids  the  freebooters  to  "Come  if  they  dareJ'' 


"^t  JPr  ^"^  the  Toice  of  Summer,  I  hear  ft  pass, 


^'■^^^  Lightly  along  the  waving  grass  ^ 
Waking  the  echoes  that  love  to  dwell, 
'Mong  the  fern  dad  nooks  of  the  rocky  deli ; 
Stirring  with  vocal  bi-eath  us  it  flows, 
The  trembling  shoots  of  the  new  blown  rose  | 
Varied,  and  rich,  and  bold,  and  free, 
It  floats  over  forest,  and  fountain,  and  l«a. 

It  sighs  throtrgh  the  leaves  of  the  new  clothed  tree, 
It  comes  on  tFie  wings  of  the  toiling  bee ; 
It  spraais  through  the  vale  where  the  rnstics  meet, 
Ik  swells  o'er  the  hills  where  the  scatteixi  flock  bleat ; 
It-  creeps  along  throngh  tFie  winding  glen. 
Where  the  fox  has  made  his  briery  den  ^ 
And  mtfrmm'ing  follows  the  fountain's  flow, 
Where  the  lam'eis  wave  and  the  harebells  blow. 


I  love  thto  voice  of  Summer  t  it  biings 

To  my  mind,  on  its  soft  and  musical  wings, 

Se  isons  long  past  when  my  hejirt  was  light. 

When  my  fancy  was  warm,  and  my  bojjes  were  bright; 

When  the  mountain's  brow  and  the  heathy  glade, 

And  the  narrow  dell,  and  the  ^vild-rose  shade. 

And  the  dark-brown  lake,  and  the  hawthorn  ti'ee» 

Were  all  familiar  things  with  me. 
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I  seek  not  the  babbling  voice  of  fame, 
Nor  the  war  trumpet,  kindling  the  soul  to  flame ; 
I  love  not  the  boisterous  hunter's  horn, 
That  wakes  the  echoes  at  dawnoi"  morn  ; 
-  I  prize  not  the  polishd  song  and  glee, 
In  the  lighted  hall  of  minstrelsy ; 

Though  thoir  harmony's  rich,  and  their  tone's  sublime, 
O,  summer,  their  music  is  not  like  thine. 

Then  give  me,  away  in  sequesterd  dell. 

Where  man  seldom  entei'S  where  solitude  dwells. 

To  hear  thy  soft  echoes  by  fountain  an  lee. 

Thy  chime  from  the  streamlet,  thy  sigh  from  the  tree ; 

Thy  glee  from  the  furze,  where  in  fortified  nest. 

The  linnet  is  pressing  her  young  to  her  breast ; 

O,  give  me  such  tunes  and  all  else  I  resign, 

Convinced  that  no  music  can  be  equal  to  thine. 
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f4:       "THE  FALL  OF  A  LEAV  IN  JUNE. 


WHYdidst  thou  fall  fair  leaf?  why  leave  the  btem, 
Where  dwell  tb}'  sisteiv'^^ — where  th 7  youth  was  pas'd 
Amid  the  glorioim  elements  of  heavon  ? 
Why  didst  thoa  leave  thy  home,  where  summer's  sun. 
And  summer'i*  gales,  and,  dews,  and  genial  showers, 
So  richly  mirristei'ed  to  thy  support  ? 
Thy  young  swccessoi*  h;ith  not  pushed  thee  iiom 
Thy  slender  footstalk,  nor  the  angry  wind 
Rent  from  the  trunk  the  branch  that  hore  thee  up. 
Nor  lightning  scathed  thee,  noi*  had  frost  congealed 
The  sap  that  rac'd  tumultuous  thj'oiigh  thy  veins; 
Nor  had  the  woodman's  persevwing  stj'oke 
.Laid  low  thy  parent  ti*ee,  why  then  didst  fall. 
A  worm  was  at  thy  stem — n  c^uel  woi-m — 
A  loathsome  reptile  with  voracious  tooth, 
Severed  thy  filres,  di-ank  thy  vital  sap^ 
Assailed  thy  fragile  citadel  of  life. 
And  toss'd  thee  down  from  thy  exalted  home 
To  perish  with  the  fleeting  things  of  time. 
Brief  was  thy  life,  thongh  gloiious — vernal  rains 
Softened  the  horny  sepal  that  enclosed 
Thy  folded  foi*m,  and  vernal  suns  poured  down 
A  quick'ning  influence,  gentle  at  the  fii-st, 
But  as  thy  strength  increased,  a  stronger  ray 
Call'd  forth  the  energy  of  youthful  life ; 
The  silver  rooon  look'd  down  upon  thy  growth. 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  sleeping  child. 
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The  elastic  twi^;  that  bore  thee  up  on  high, 
/Rock'd  thee  to  whispering  gales  ;  the  linnet's  Bong 
Flow'd  round  thee,  an  unconscious  lullaby. 
'  And  weii.  thou  nurtured  thus  midst  light  and  joy, 
To  be  at  last  food  for  a  loathsome  worm  ? 
Hadst  thou  a  soul,  fair  leaf?  did  consciousness 
Inform  thee  that  the  reptile's  ardent  fang 
Had  seized  upon  thy  footstalk;  didst  thou  shrink, 
■  As  mortals  shrink  from  death ;  didst  keenly  yearn 
For  a  more  lengthened  term  of  thy  existence  ? 
Would  thou  couldst  answer  me !  but  'tis  in  vain ; 
I  seek  for  infomiation  from  a  leaf     There's  one 
Who  loved  devotedly,  and  was  beloved 
By  her  who  like  thyself  has  passed  away ; 
She  loved  him  then,  and  if  she  is  not  now 
Unconscious,  loves  him  still :  and  he  has  sought 
Communion  with  her,  when  the  silent  shades 
Of  evening  closed  around  him  ;  when  the  breeze 
Of  midnight  sighed  among  the  sleeping  flowena : 
He  sought  (with  what  intese  desire !)  he  sought 
The  waving  of  a  hand,  a  woi*d,  a  sigh. 
In  recognition  of  his  burning  thoughts. 
But  yet  there's  no  response :  more  vain  to  seek 
Of  thee  the  knowledge  ever  keenly  sought, 
And  still  withheld. — ^There  is  a  day  di-aws  near, 
When  he  who  seeks  communion  with  the  dead  ; 
Shall  be  infbi  med  of  all  he  now  detail  es, 
O.  eLc  be  tO::;Sed,  as  thou  art,  to  the  earth, 
A  lost,  unconscious,  and  foj  gotten  thing.        >*  ^^^  ■ 
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3'W;AIvE  thy  wild  harp,  fair  minstrel,  waken  tones 


*?!©  That  hitherto  have  soothed  our  bleeding  hearts ; 
And  touch  the  notes  as  soft  as  zephyrs  floating  o'er 

the  placid  lake, 
And  sweet  as  angel's  nigha: 

And  we  thy  votaries  shall  bind  thy  brow  with  laurels, 
Shall  canonize  thy  name  with  sainted^bards 
Who  tuned  their  harps,  and  sang  their  patiiot  songs, 
On  the  green  hills  of  thine  own  native  land. 
And  do  thou  consecrate  thy  Muse,  to  themes 
Of  rui*al  beauty,  of  rustic  happiness  and  social  joy ; 
And  do  thou  bring  to  view  the  castled  towel's,  [dames, 
And  gilded  domes,  and  phantom  knights,  and  noble 
And  peasant  maids  as  beautiful  as  dawn, 
And  shephei'd  swains  attuning  reeds. 
To  please  their  peei-s  and  praise  their  rural  loves; 
And  do  thou  gather  flo were,  by  famey  strewn 
On  woodland  paths,  or  circled  knolls, 
Where  fairies  dance  at  midnight, 
Or  rocky  dell,  where  viewless  «tho, lives, 
And  quaintly  ariswem  to  thy  glorious  song , 
And  do  thou  honor  honoi-able  deeds, 
And  praise  illustrious  piety,  and  truth, 
And  cherish  in  our  heartd  the  love-— thd  drdent  love, 
Of  this  our  forest  homel  .  "i- 

And  do  thou  teach  oar  youth  to  rov^erifetice  and 
Obey  our  graOTous  Quoeri,  whom  fill  the  world  admired, 
And  thus  achieve  the  poets  favoi-ed  meed 
And  during  fanae.'        '/*^       .  '  ,"    [      . 
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THE    LAUNCH. 

(^Written  for  the  Economist) 
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UTon  t1»e  ocean  wide, 
f%  Out  on  the  rentleas  sea, 
I  have  launched  ray  ban(|ue,  whatever  betldo 
My  humble  craft  and  me. 

I  have  brewed  up  jib  and  Rheet, 

I  have  spread  each  swelling  sail ; 

And  block  and  cordage  and  shroud  repeat 

The  song  of  the  passing  gale. 

With  the  anclxM*  of  hope  at  ber  bow, 
And  thetiller  of  truth  in  -my  hands, 
She  makes  her  course  with  a  flashing  prow 
To  the  havens  of  other  lands. 

At  her  peak  the  banner  flows 
That  has  battled  many  a  gale; 
And  yet  a  shot  iii  her  locker  for  those 
Who  would  rudely  her  path  assail 

She  will  gather  frora  suuuy  shores     ;,:  .  i  / 
Their  harvests  ripe  and  sweet: 
She  will  scatter  her  wealth  at  the  poor  man^s  do<»r. 
Iter  gems  at  the  rich  man's  feet — 

1* 

She  will  glorious  tidings  bring 

Of  the  deeds  of  the  good  and  the  brave; 


THE     LAUNCH. 
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The  scorn  of  the  free  she  will  proudly  fling 
On 'the  tyrant  and  the  slave. 

To  whatever  clime  she  may  go, 
Where'er  her  course  may  be  found, — 
Let  us  give  a  hearty  3^0  heave  O 
For  the  barque  that  is  outward  bound. 
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"THE  ECONOMIST."      , 
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EAR  patrons,  while  the  infant  year 
Her  vestal  robes  of  crystiils  wear ; 

While  on  her  polish'd  brow 
A  leafless  diadem  is  plac'd, 
A  frozen  gii-dle  round  her  waist,    .  , 

Her  wand  a  sapless  bough.     .  i'  ' 

While  hopeful  hearts  with  joyous  mirth, 
Proclaim  her  much  desired  birth, 

With*  welcome,  jokes,  and  smiles ; 
Let  as,  your  herald,  calmly  cast,  ^J 
Our  thoughts  and  memories  on  the  past, 

And  all  its  varied  toils. 

The  yeai*  now  gone,  beheld  ouv  birth — 
Fi-ail,  infantine — among  the  dearth 

Of  cheering  sympathies  :        ^ 
And  now  a  stripling  in  the  chase, 
We  ask  to  take  a  freeman's  place 

Among  the  bold  and  free. 
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.     .,,.    We  seek  to  trace  the  current  mind, 
The  feelings,  actions,  of  our  kind,  • 

Tiie  hitter  und  the  bweet; 
We  call  fiora  many  a  classic  stoic, 
Bich  hoai'ds  of  legendary  lore, 

And  fling  them  at  your  feet 

We  freely  blame,  whenerej*  guilt 
Our  country's  blood  or  treasures  spilt; 

We  praise  if  some  do  well ; 
We  cheer  the  patriot  on  his  way, 
But  to  the  weather  cock  we  say, 

Consistency's  a  jewel. 

O'er  empty  heads  our  whip  we  orack« 
And  sometimes  lay  it  on  their  back, 

Wo  do  so  for  their  healing : 
Just  as  the  justice  often  locks 
The  vagrant^s  ankle  in  the  stocks, 
*  To  keep  the  rogue  £rom  stealing. 

. .  We  cull  and  C4itev  night  a&d  day, 
We  do  it  too  tor  little  pay,      .  • 
■    We'i-e  to  the  devil  debtor;  • 
But  let  us  not  the  dark  side. take, 

,  .  You  and  tlie  bright  new  yea):  will  make 
Qui"  money  niattora  better. 

.  Bnt  all  I've  done,  is  little  uo 
The  things  that  I  intend  to  do, 
» 't  '  To  earn  yoiii*  approbation  i 
I  may  indeed  fall  short  betimes. 
Especial  I  j  i  h  doggtsi  vl  rhymen,     - , 
Voive  is  not.  mv  vocation. 
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And  now  God  bless  our  glorious  Queen, 

I  really  wish  Hay  lot  bad  been, 
To  get  one  not  at  all  pei*t  : 

I  do  not  mean  a  qu^en,  but  one 

10  would  have  loved  me,  been  as  true, 
As  she  has  been  to  Albert.  ""'"  "***»• 

•Gocd  night,  "good  luck,"  as  Paddy  says, 
I  Wish  you  many  happy  days,  '  •  " '  ^^*= . 

And  many  hi^py  meetings  -  ;^ 

With  those  you  love ;  "^The  Economist,'* 
To  all  her  patrons  on  the  liaV  "  •"^"*' 

Her  kind  regards  sends  greeting. 
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STANZAS, 


'^i^iX   D.,    ( 


disturbing  a  Patridge  and  her  brood,  in  a  much 

frequented  Path. 
-       ■  •  ■ 

JWAY,  away  with  thine  unfledged  brood 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men, 
And  find  thee  a  home  in  the  darlc  gi*een  wood^ 
Or  deep  in  the  shadowy  glen. .  ^^^  :  k  •-'. 

Go,  seek  thy  I'epast  in  the  pathless  brake, 
Whei"©  the  wild  flowers  l.)loom  unseen, 

Or  nestle  thy  bi*ood  by  the  breo-zeleas  lake, 
Where  man  has  never  been. 

For  the  sportsman  is  out  and  the  dogs  are  nigh. 

And  the  closing  eve  may  see 
Thy  httie  ones  wounded  and  bleeding  Ife — 

A  ruined  family. 

Away  then,  the  summer  has  poured  her  l>eam 

On  the  bi"eo/y  mountain  side, 
And  tlie  voic«  of  the  gale  and  the  roar  of  the  stream. 

Are  echoin^T  ftir  and  wide. 

Not  where  the  fair  exotic  blooms, 

Not  by  the  favourite  tree. 
Not  midst  the  gardens  rich  perfumes, 

Is  a  safe  i-etreat  for  thee. 

Not  where  the  plough  has  broken  the  soil, 
Or  the  splendid  mansions  shine^ 


x*a»  «#^  ■* 
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Kot  where  the  peasant  pursues  his  toil, 
^  Is  a  home  for  thee  and  thine. 

But  aloft  on  the  tempest  riven  steep,  '; 

Whero  the  pine  ti-ee  waves  on  high —  >1 

^Midst  the  moaning  limbs  thou  eans^t  safely  sleep, 

To  the  night  winds  minsti-elsy. 

• 

Or  far  on  the  rock-ribbed  mountains  side, 

Where  the  headlong  torrants  foam, 
Thou  cans't  wander  in  peace  at  eventide, 

And  enjoy  thy  leafy  home. 

And  the  duck  that  curls  the  glassy  lake, 

And  the  wild  deer  bounding  free. 
These,  the  guileless  tenants  of  the  brake, 

Shall  bear  thee  company. 

And  one  who  has  met  thee  in  cultured  seeneA, 

Where  snai-es  thy  path  beset —    '  •' 
On  the  lone  hill  side,  'midst  the  juniper  green, 

May  meet  theo  in  safety  yet 

Where  the  dangers  that  pi^ss'd  on  thine  humble  lot. 

And  the  sorrows  that  darkened  bin. 
May  be  for  a  transient  space  forgot, 

Or  changed  to  a  pensive  blins. 

Where  fancy  unfetteitnii  may  soar  away 

On  the  dusky  bi*ow  of  even, 
Or  dwell  whoi*e  the  rustling  meteors  play, 

Or  bask  in  the  light  of  heaven. 
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I'M  wandering  down  the  Une  my  lov^, 
•  Whei-e  we  have  often  sti-aycd,  . .  ..   , .  - 
When  blessed  sunshine  o'er  us  poiii;ed, 
bjCjiT  And  green  leaves  round  us  played. 


Ahd  much  I  think  of  by^no 
years,  '     .? 

When  thou  wert  by  my  side, •-".' 

The  darling  of  my  3*outhful  hoai-t, 

A  loved  and  cherished  btide.         , 

But  I  am  lonely  now  my  lovo,        *  *   * 

And  very  sad  the  while* —  * 

FiM:  much^  I  miss  thy  kindly  woitl.M, 
And  much  I  miss  thy  smile. 

And  more  I  miss  the  winning  chasm 
That  round  my  heart-stiings  wove  ; 

The  all  enduring  feeling  of  •  7 

Imperishable  love.  ».    .•'      .•:.i 


But  now  Vm  like  a  withered  le*f 
Toss'd  on  time's  sui'ging  wave; 

Hopeless  of  rest  until  f ' reach 
Thy  consecrat(Hl  gmve. 
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A  dessolnted  thing  tlmt  seeki* 
Amidst  affections  dearth, 

Thy  sj-mpathy  to  cheer  and  gild 
The  sombre  gloom  of  earth. 


i- 


THOUOHTS. 


__.86 


fA 


■'■4' 


•i' 


v.;    "r 


Al 


i; 


y 


4, 


<■,*■ 


"••iU- 


1  wish  that  God  would  let  me  see 
That  gentle  face  of  thine ; 

I  wish  that  God  wt)uld  let  me  hear 
Thy  accent  sweet  and  kind. 


I  wish  that  o'er  my  withered  cheek, 
Thy  warm  breath  yet  might  flow, 

Conveying  giacious  words  to  soothe 
My  solitary  woe.  "■*     » 

But  the  yearning  heai*t  may  wish 
To  biing  thee  back  again :  /. 

The  stem  unyielding  gmve  declared 
The  aspiration  vain.      ,«    juv»*.    - 

And  3'et  perhaps  thy  spirit  takes 
Its  tiilent  walk  with  me,         * 

And  hears  the  sighs  and  sees  the  tears 
So  freely  shed  for  thee. 

Perhaps  the  breeze  that  slightly  moves 
The  closing  flow'rs  of  even, 

Is  stiiTed  by  a  seraphic  wing  • "  ^ 
Bat  lately  plumed  in  heaven. 

Oh!  blessed  shadow,  could  I^IMnk 

That  thou  wert  ever  near, 
To  fan  with  a  oelestial  wing 

The  frequent  hidden  teai-. 

Td  bear  anmoved  the  biiitar  part,     \ 

However  deeply  tiied, 
With  <%"  loved  image  in  my  heart, 

1  hy  spirit  by  my  side. 
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^^^^^HEN  I  bethink  me  of  the  many  years, 
^l88r  That  we  in  wedded  love  together  spent, 
Then  turn  me  to  the  present,  the  extent 
Of  my  bereavement  strikingly  appeal's. 
A  lonely  wanderer  in  a  vale  of  tears ; 
A  weary,  wasted,  desolated  thing, 
Without  one  stay  to  which  my  he:ij  t 

can  cling ; 
Wi^out  one  voice  to  chide  the  woe  that  beai-s 
Me  to  my  destiny, — yet  reflection  says. 
Be  patient,  for  thy  griefs  shall  shortly  end  ; 
And  thou  and  thy  devoted  earnest  friend 
Shall  be  as  ye  have  been  in  former  days — 
One,  in  affection,  love,  fidelity;  >,j^v      w    I 

One,  through  the  i-oUiug  jjerioda  pf      ^^Cj/| 
eternity.  ,r  •' >' 3.;  '  ^^1 
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''Th«  damsel  ia  uot  dea<(,  but  sleepeth." — Our  Suvwur. 

?.EAR  though  thou  wert  to  me,  much  more  beloved 

Than  all  the  •ther  valued  gifts  bestowed    .    , , 

By  the  rich  band  of  free  benificence 

Upon  my  varied  lot,  yet  will  not  I 

Mourn  o'er  thy  early  loss,  deep  though  thy  worth, 

Thy  unasMuming  virtue,  thy  pure  truth, 

Thy  tinn  fidelity  and  constant  love 

Had  wrought  themselves  into  the  very  core 

Of  my  heart's  best  affections ;  though  thou  wert 

The  child  of  many  hopes,  the  staff  and  stay 

Of  my  declining  yeai-s;  and  though  thy  place, 

Now  vacant,  whether  in  my  home  or  heart, 

•  Can  never  more  be  filled,  I  will  not  grieve 

As  those  who  have  no  hope.     'Tis  true  I  thought 

That  when  ray  years  were  wearing  to  a  close, 

And  health  and  stiength  gave  way 

Before  the  hand  of  time,  that  thy  kind  ai*m 

Would  then  sustain  me, — and,  when  sickness  came. 

Thy  hand  would  then  support  my  throbbing  brow, 

And  thy  sweet  voice  would  pour  into  my  ear 

Thto  promises  of  truth,  and  guide  my  thoughts 

To  mansions  glorious,  full  of  light  and  love. 

Beyond  the  solar  walk  or  milky  way. 

Though  such  my  aspirations  were,  and  though 

My  hopes  and  joys  lie  buiied  in  thy  grave, 

Yet  will  I  not  resign  myself  to  giief ; 

For  I  have  hope,  that  thou  a:'t  even  now 

A  seraph  with  the  coi-al  throng  on  high ; 

And  when  I  backwai-d  look  upon  thy  worth, 
^      (And  memory  loves  to  trace  ngain  the  scenea 
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When  thou  wert  with  me),  thy  unchanging  love^ 
Thy  gentle  meekness,  unpretending  faith, — 
Tea,  more,  thy  quiet  life  and  tranquil  death 
Convinces  me,  beyond  the  reach  of  doubt,  Ij. 

That  thou  art  now  a  dwellei*  in  those  realms 
Where  pain,  or  care,  or  sorrow  cannot  come. 

,-  And  when  I  stood  beside  thy  open  grave,. 

Saw  the  cold  earth  upon  thy  coffin  fall, 

And  heard  the  ''dust  to  dnst'T  repeated,  then 

I  felt  that  even  thy  faded  form  would  rise 

A  glorious  body,  meet  for  the  abode 

Of  such  a  pure  and  sainted  soni  as  thine  -,. 

And  further  still,  when  o'^er  thy  silent  dust 

We  placed,  with  cautious  hands,,  the  unsculptured 

stone — 
I  then  believed,  and  ever  shall  believe,^ 
The  grave  had  over  thee  no  victory  gained — 
That  death  had  lost  the  venom  of  his  sting  -, 
And  I  am  comf(>rted  with  thoughts  like  these : — 

Would  that  my  death  may  be  as  ealm  as  thine^ 
Or  rather,  that  the  few  renjaining  days, 
Oi:  months,  or  years  of  my  fast  fleeting  life         1 
May  be  as  thine  was,  ti'anquil  and  serene — 
Full  of  meek  piety,  and  fervid  love, 
And  resignation  to  the  will  of  heaven  r—      . 
Would  that  the  staif  of  Israel's  Shepherd  Kin^ 
May  stay  the  parent  as  it  stayed  the  child, 
Even  in  the  dark  and  shadowy  vale  of  death, 
And  through  the  gloomy  portala  of  th9  grave. 
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IDDKESS  DELIVERED  AT  THE  FIRST  PUBLIC 

MEETING  OF  THE  VANKLEElC  HILL 

"k^CHANlCSr  INSTITUTE  BY  THE  PRESIDENT, 

THOMAS  HIGGINSON,  ESQ. 

:o:- 

•■» 

Zadie»  and  Gentlemen — Gentlemen  of  the  Association, — You 
•re  assembled  this  evening  for  no  ordinary  purpose,  and 
prompted  by  no  ordinary  motive.  Yon  are  combining  ibr 
the  purpose  of  cultivating  a  field  hitherto  very  much  ne- 
glected. You  may  be  compared  to  the  pioneei-s  of  the  for- 
est, who  enter  to  clear  the  lajft4.  of  its  ineumbei'ances  and 
make  it  p:  oduce  fruit.  You  vdW  requij  e  to  cherish  the  char- 
acteristics which  your  fathers  possessed  when  they  plunged 
into  the  wilderness — patience — resolution — determination. 
PossesHing  these  qualifications  your  harvest  will  be  abun- 
dant and  your  succesd  certain,  r,.  r         .     vf 

In   etttablinhing  a  Mochanici^'   Institute  and     Sciantiflc 

*  Assoeiation,  we  should  steadily  keep  in  view  the  object  of 

.tiio  society  and.  the  means  who.  eby  success  may  be  obtained* 

^,The  ebjeet  is  to  cultivate,  expand  and  quicken   the  mental 

'  powers  of^that  class  iA'  sodety  termed  operatives — a  class 

which,  next  to  Agricnltarist^,  is  the  most  important  to  the 
well-being  of  the  human  race.      Indeed,  if  we  could  pass  in 

•  review  before nS  Watt  with  his  engine;  Jacquard  with  his 
loom ;  Stevenson   with  his  locomotive ;  Caxton  with  his 

\  printing  pa-ess ;  Angelo  with  his  pallet;  and  a  host  of  others 
to  which  your  i*eeol lections  will  readily  recur,  w«  would 

;  then  appi-eciate^  more  justly  the  importance  of  the  class  for 
whose  beoofii  this  and  similar  institutions  ai*c  formed.  And 
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further,  if  we  would  remember  that  lawyera  and  phyoicians 
and  clergymen  have  their  colleges,  and  soldiere  their  poly- 
technic BchooU;  and  then  follow  the  young  mechanic  into  his 
workshop  whore  the  same  tools  that  were  used  an  hundred 
years  ago  are  in  use  still,  and  the  same  language  employed 
(though  doubtless  more  profane),  and  the  same  thoughts 
called  into  exercise  that  were  in  use  in  the  days  of  our 
grandfathers,  we  would  then  see  the  necessity  of  prosecuting 
our  pi'esent  undertaking  with  energy  and  zeal — we  would 
be  prompted  to  encounter  many  obstacles — to  endure  some 
sacj-ifices  and  to  overcome  some  difficulties  in  oitler  to  ac- 
complish so  desirable  an  object,  as  the  mental  elevation  and 
practical  culture  of  our  brother  mechanics. 

As  your  association  is  not  only  a  Mechanics'  but  also  a 
Scientific  Society,  it  naturally  embraces  other  pui*suit8  and 
callings  as  well  iis  Mechanics.  It  aims  at  giving  the  agricul- 
tu.ist,  at  lea  t  nn  elementary  knowledge  of  botany  ao  that 
*'he  may  find  tongues  in  trees."  It  seeks  to  make  him  ac- 
quainteil  with  every  fossil  he  may  turn  up  with  his  plough, 
so  that  he  may  find  "sermons  in  stones."  It  will  teach  him 
animal  phy^^iology  to  the  end  that  he  may  know  that  he  is 
^'fearfully  and  wonderfully  made."  It  seeks  to  instruct  him 
iu  agricultural  chemistry  that  he  may  prosecute  his  calling 
with  efficiency,  and  bo  led  to  obsei've  how  admirably  the 
means  is  titted  to  the  end.  It  will  give  him  lessons  in 
Natural  History,  that  he  may  more  attentively  observe  the 
habits  o''  those  animals  that  are  the  comjJbnions  of  his  la- 
boi-i(»us  yet  honorable  calling,  and  thus  hold  intellectual  con- 
verse with  natures  own  children  and  "find  good  in  every 
thing."  r;!r 

These  then  are  the  objects  which  we  hope  to  atttiin.  That 
thay  ai'e  not  Utopian  has  been  often  pi'oved  ;  and  though 
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the  Hill  of  Science  may  and  does  present  many  difficalties 
to  the  aspirant,  there  are  few  of  these  difficulties  which  may 
not  he  surmounted,  and  none  that  we  may  not  with  dili- 
gence and  perseverance  almost  entirely  overcome. 

Let  me  now  mention  the  moans  to  be  employed.  One 
in'eat  instrument  is  a  library  of  well  selected  books.  Although 
we  have  many  books,  it  is  surpi-i.-ing  how  very  few  of  them 
are  upon  eciantiRc  subject**.  We  have  enough  of  fictitious 
works — «ye  more  than  enough,  but  works  on  physical 
science  are  rare — and  those  we  have  are  neithe:*  ofr<)ceni 
date  nor  of  pmctical  utility.  It  will  be  our  endeavour  to 
remedy  this  defect. 

We  will  also  endeavour  to  have  a  legular  course  of  lec- 
tui-es  on  practical  and  sciantific  subjects.  The  advantages 
to  be  deiived  from  loctnies  are  vey  great.  Apart 
from  the  interest  they  awiikcn  the  lilci  ly  which  they  give 
of  vaiying  the  illustration! — 'he  :i<l  »pt;i  ion  of  the  l:ingu:ige 
to  the  hearei-s —  the  oppo  tuni'y  of  .ecurJng  to  whatever  is 
obscure,  and  of  exphnning  whntevc.  may  seem  to  be  mi.-<ap- 
prehended,  gives  a  lecture  a«I vantages  over  eve.y  other 
method  of  imparting  instiuction. 

I  hope  too  that  ere  long  we  may  have  the  benefit  of  wit- 
nessing chemical  analyses.  By  uniting  our  means  we  will 
be  able  to  purchase  appanitus  sufficient  to  perfoim  some  of 
the  simpler  operations.  We  may  also  obtain  a  few  optical 
instruments,  and  by  their  assistance,  fix  our  observation, 
not  only  on  the  impreceptable  t  lyriads  that  inhabit  a  single 
drop  of  water,  but  extend  onr  gr.zc  to  worlds  unseen  by  tibe 
unassisted  eye,  far  into  the  regions  of  illimitable  space. 

These  aie  some  of  the  moans  to  be  employed.  It  remains 
to  say  with  what  feelings  we  should  enter  upon  our  under- 
taking.   We  should  have  no  doubtb  as  to  oui*  final  success. 
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When  Herschel  ground  his  2500  lenses  for  hia  great  tele- 
scope, lie  ffeit  confident  that  he  could  at  last  produce  '"bne 
'suitable  for  Kis  purpose.  That  confidence  can  ied  htm  thiough 
an  amount  of  labor  almost  incredible.  But  he  siicccecfed. 
When  Ferguson,  a  bare-footed  shepherd,  commenced  his 
wooden  watch,  with  its  (spring  of  whalebone,  he  believed  he 

^could  accomplish  his  object,  and  he  did.  The  hiiiTder  of  the 
Eddystone  Light-house  was  a  tailor,  and  when  he  declared 
that  he  would  make  it  stand,  it  did  stand. 

We  should  have  confidence,  then,  in  the  means  about  to 
be  put  into  opej*ation.  We  should  remember  that  know- 
ledge is  worthy  of  our  best  attention,  but  she  is  never  won 
by  the  indolent,  or  by  those  who  will  not  make  sacrifices 
to  obtain  her.  We  may  be  sure  that  she  will  be  coy  and 
cold  and  distant,  unless  we  love  her  as  the  peasant  loves  his 
mistress  ''for  her  own  dear  sake." 
But,  gentlemen,  remember  that  learning,  no  matter  how 

"Varied — that  knowledge,  no  matter  how  profound,  may  be 
worse  than  valueless  unless  they  are  accompanied  by  moral 

'*wdrth.    Let  us  at^oid  that  cankei*  of  society,  sectaiian  and 
"sectioftai  feeling  and  thus  become  imbued  with  **l?he  love  of 
love,  the  hate  of  hate,  the  scorn  of  scorn."   "  ,  , 
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Vaiiyeek  Hill, -TT-.  1852.  ^^ 

To  Rev.  D.  E.  J^^ei-eon,  Chief  Superintendent  of  Schools, 
Dear  Sir : — My  report,  as  you  will  observe,  does  not  exhi- 
bit any  marked  improvement,  neither  do  I  anticipate  much 
advancement  until  we  cease  to  employ  any  but  well  qualified 
teachers.  Many  acknowledge  the  importance  of  education 
— concede  at  once  the  necessity  for  the  general  dissemina- 
tion of  knowledge — pj-ofe.^s  themselves  the  most  liberal  and 
earnest  advocates  of  common  schools — and  yet  they  hesitate 
to  pay  the  sei'vices  of  an  fl|olcieht  teacher.  We  want  a  better 
class  of  teachers;  and  until  trustees  ai-e  willing  to  i*emuner- 
atc,  I  would  not  say  lilji^rally,  ,but  fairly,  teachei*s  of  attain- 
ment and  ability,  all  hope  of  r^pectable  progress  is  very 
problematical.  But  much  as  we  desire  to  possess  efficient 
common  schools,  they  alone  are^jiat  sufficient  to  meet  the 
wants  of  the  community.  We  ^u^t  j^ave  grammer  schooln 
also,  and  in  my  humble  opinio^  our  I«gislatois  should  give 
this  subject  their  immediate^  att^tion.  I  recoitl  with  much 
gratification  the  slight  inci'ease  of  th§  jn^imber  of  schools,  in 
which  the  "woi-d  which  livfith  and  »lj)ideth"  is  brought 
prominently  Joel's  the  Ri|ndiJ  of  (jur  f^WWiJiK^  ^ool  pupils. 
To  mo  a  more  pleasing  index  to  the  future  prospeiity  of  the' 
land  of  my  adoption  could  not  be  pi-esented.  A  system  of 
education  having  for  its  foundation  the  lights  of  human 
reason,  unaided  by  divine  illumination  may  erect  Coliseums, 
cities  of  Athens,  &c. ,  may  create  a  Socrates  or  a  Plato,  have 
a  prosperity  brilliant  in  its  ascendancy,  butimpbeiial  in  its 
character— gloomy  and  disponding  in  its  fall.  But  attach, 
nay  base  upon  God's  written  word,  and  you   build   upon  a 
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permanent  and  lasting  basis  which  will  defy  all  those  powew 
of  anarchy  and  tumult  which  so  often  seriously  retard   the 
upwai-d  and  onward  progress  of  every  people. 
Yours  Truly, 
Thomas  Higginson,  Local  Supreintendent 

CJounty  Pj-escott,  Ont. 
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V  ANKLBEK  HILL : 
A,  W.  OTTO,  BOOK  AND  JOB  PRINTER. 
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)/t^  |S|SK.«5arth  1^  Jbiight  ttnd  beatitifu],'*?^<J^  } 
P^C  "f^l^  Y«t  shadows  o'er  it  come,  ^ci^-* 

Whkh  whisper  to  the  toiling  soui, 

"TMs  world  is  not  thy  home  4 
Seek  theu  soiue  strong,  endurirg  stay, 
Time  .passeth  rapidly  away," 

Though  Hfe  «iay  boast  ita  frequent  jojm, 

Yet  griefs  ara  never  dearth, 
There's  ever  something  which  alloys 

The  happiness  of  earth ; 
Pleasures  entice  us  but  to  gain 
iFi-Obh  power  whei-ewith  to  cause  us  pain, 

<One,  and  one  only,  joy  we  iind 
Whicii  sadndss  cannot  quell— 

Which  soothes  the  woes  of  human  kind — 
Lighta  up  the  captive's  cell ;      ,- 

Dispels  the  clouds  with  sorrows  rife, 

Meet  foretaste  of  eternal  life.    ; . 

It  sheds  a  ray  of  hallowed  light 

Upon  the  wanderer's  way — 
Illumes  the  darkness,  quenches  night 

In  the  full  blaze  of  day : 
^Tis  the  meek  hope,  since  Adam  fell, 
In  Him,  "who  doeth  all  things  well" 

^        Ijearn  then  upon  His  Woi-d  to  lean     - 
In  confidence  and  trust; 
His  faithful  promises  mmuin        \ 

The  bulwark  of  the  just ; 
Death  and  the  gi-ave  but  vainly  seek 
To  injure  tho.^e  He  deigns  to  keep. 
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BLEEPS. 
IN  Christ's  fear,  faith,  and  love. 


MY   SISTER   JANE. 


v.^r,. 


"There  had  whispered  a  voice  ;  t'was  the  voice  6(  her  God,— 
I  love  thee— Hove  thee— j>«»»  under  the  rod."— Mks.  Sigourxbt. 

"And  they  shnll  walk  with  me  in  white,  for  they  are  worthey."— Pbomisk. 


iPEAK  to  me,  sister, — as  when  last 
Thou  whisperedst  in  my  oar, 

When  time  on  rapid  wing  sped  past 
And  pointed  to  thy  bier. 

I  hear  thee  not;  doth  tlic  cold  gr»re.' 
Deny  thee  words  to  ham©  ? 

Can  the  dull  earth  in  justice  crave 
More  than  thy  weary  fi-ame  ? 

Oh  no  I  for  now  I  hear  thy  voice  "' 
In  swelling  tones  of  joy ;  "     . 

'Tis  murmuring,  Rejoice !  rejoice ! — -  * 
Oh  bliss  without  alloy. 

In  unirion  with  golden  hArjpft      ■.:;.•';; 

Struck  by  seraphic  hands,  . 
Melodiously  thy  voice  imparls  ^       ^ 

A  song  of  other  lands. 

A  cheerful  song  of  glorittus  praiji^, 
T^e  product  of  the  Tree  ; 

A  deep-toned  song  of  thankfultMtift 
To  Him  who  died  for  thoo. 
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I  see  thee  in  thy  robes  of  white, 
Once  crimson  like  mine  own, 

By  Him  made  pure,— bathed  in  that  light 
Which  radiates  round  the  throne. 


I  Bee  thee  in  thy  bright  attire,      * 

Thou —  a  lost  winner — found 
And  in  thy  hands  thou  bear'st  the  Lyi-e, 

The  harp  of  solemn  sound. 

'*..-■•■' 
Thy  face  is  calm, — of  light,  a  ray 

■     Sleeps  on  thy  placid  brow; 

Thou  smil'st  upon  me,  call'st  away  ' 

Fi-om  this  bleak  world  below.  '   • 

Sister, — we  mourn,  but  not  as  tbosflP       * 

To  whom  no  hope  is  given  ; 
Thy  bliss  is  perfected,  and  glows' 
'  With  matchless  joys  in  Heaven. 
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HERE  the  bannere  wave  on  the  well-fonsht  field. 
And  the  warrior  sleeps*  on  his  dinted  shield ; 
Where  tlie  helmet  and  lance  in  disoi-der  lie, 
'Midst  the  proudest  of  earth'y  brave  chivalry, 
My  "Fii-st"  dims  the  glory  of  victory. 

Where  the  bonner  of  peace  is  wide  unfurled, 
O'er  man's  purest  life,  the  domestic  world ;    , 
In  the  humblest  cot,  in  the  piinecly  ball, 
When  the  boai-d  is  spread — awaits  your  call. 
My  "Second" — a  beverage  pleasant  to^all. 

These  two  together,  with  shi^ewdness  eomposed, 

Will  give  you  my  "Whole,"  completely  disclosed 

In  woman's  fair  face  betiuty  fades  away. 

And  I  am  the  cause  of  its  early  decjiy. 

Then  maidenp^  dear  maidens,  beware  the  re-lay  H 
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>r|  "^OST  ever  think,  love,  of  that  shady  I'etreat^ 
^J_y  Its  dear  tufts  of  pansies  for  true  lovere  meet, 
~^^  Dost  think  of  the  time,  when  the  pale  queen's 
light, 
Had  burnished  with  silver  the  deep  shadee  of  night ; 
All  nature  was  hushed,  save  the  musical  air, 
Which  ardentl}'  played  with  thy  tresses  sofaif. 
There  was  lo.vo  in  thy.  ej-esyWid  where -may  we  seek 
For  hues  that  could  rival  the  blush  of  thy  cheek? 
We  parted,  and  promised  to  meet  soon  again ; 
You  said  that  my  presence  would  free  you  from  pain  : 
We  spoke  not  of  love  : — yet  your  language  was  mixed 
With  my  "/r^^"  and  the  little  word  "do"  prefixed.     • 

Dost  think  of  the  time,  love, — 'twa«  hrte  in  the  eve,— 

You  asked  me  tc  supjwj ,  befoi-o  I  would  leave ; 

Accepteil,  of  cbui-se, —  and  the  table  was  8pi*ead, 

I  conducted  you  forth — set  you  down  at  the  heiid : 

There  were  dishes  of — r= — ,  but  a  cuisine  I'm  not, 

And  therefoi*e  as  exc^jllent  throw  in  the  lot ; 

Yet,  one  dish  TU  mention,  or  iiither  a  cup, 

Of  which  we  both  frequently  took  little  sups ; 

To  the  taste  most  delicious,  of  flavor  mild, 

'Tis  drunk  by  the  oldest,— 'tis  sipj)ed  by  the  child, 

In  color  it  varies ; — you  said  you  were  loth 

My  "second"  to  want.     Herb  of  celestial  growth. 

Seek  for  my  "Whole"  'mid  tie  realms  of  air: 
Ye  need  seai^ch  not  the  earth, — not  there  !  not  there! 
But  away — away — and  far  upon  high,  • 

'Mid  the  glittering  htiftif*  of  the  deep  blue  sky, — 
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Where  Heeperns  leadeth  her  starry  train ; 
Where  the  Pleiads  shine, — ^where  Charles*  Wain 
And  Oi'ion  beams — in  the  deep  profound 
Of  unbounded  space,  I'm  surely  found. 
I  sweep  through  realms  that  rejoice  in  light, 
.  Gf  our  own  bright  Sun  ;  and  annon,  ray  flight 
Is  through  chaos  deep,  where  the  light  of  day, 
Had  hitherto  shed  not  a  single  ray: 
Th(  n  guess  if  you  can ;  I'm  a  wonderful  ranger. 
And.  "T.  McG/'  calls  me  '' Illustrious.  UtrmgerJ' 
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CHARADE. 


'      ^  C   EirST  than  that  form  snpretnely  fair —    v 
I O  That  lofty  biow—  the  raven  hair 
In  curling  ringlets  wound  ? 
Mark'Bt  thou  that  eye,  whose  gentle  light, 
BKspelb  the  deepest  shades  of  night  ?^ 
It  rises  on  thy  i-apturous  sight,         ,;  i* 
And  now  my  ''First''  yoa  have  found. 


» .  J. 


Simple  sign  of  magic  power,  ^  ,-»* 

Who  can  estimate  thy  dower? — 

Who  thy  worth  pmtray?        .■;   r*c;  I 
Far  as  the  heaving  billows  roll^    f«  t     ,:  i 
Thy  mute  voice  cheei-s  the  weary  soul, — 
Points  the  young  mind,  perfection's  goal. 

My  "/SkeoBd"  leads  the  way. 

Hast  thou  in  gloom  and  sadness  wept — 
Thy  chamber  paced  when  othem  slept,    ... 

And  wihhed  for  opening  day  ?      .  .^  *i{# 
In  absence  hast  thou  friend»--al though 
Thy  thoughts  wei-e  jf>res«?»^— yet,  how  slow 
The  j)o  tbo>  '^  wheels — they  come — and  lo ! 

My  " ITAo^e"  thy  joya  display*.. . 
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EVENTIDE 


When  the  foui  fccks  to  hoar      •       •       ♦       •       •    ^    .. 
*       *       *       ♦,     And  ihe  h9\rt  liste-is.—S.  T.  Coteridoe. 

fOW  sweet  the  time — how  calm  the  light, 
ly  deep'ning  into  shades  of  night ; 
The  shadows  c:eep  across  my  way — 
Above  my  head,        *v^     ^^^i^ 
Night's  pall  is  spread — 
The  eai'th  is  robed  in  garb  of  grey. 

Upon  the  swaying  hemlock's  bough,  / 
Sits,  silently,  the  noisome  ci'ow —  n  ^f;  %■{{ 
-      Hath  ceased  the  robin's  peerless  song ; — 
Through  the  dark  gixive. 
Like  plaint  of  love,      ->    i   ?4 
The  mournful  zephyr  sighs  along. 

On  mountain  top — on  grassy  plain,         .f|.' 
On  yellow  fields  of  waving  grain, 

The  pearly  dews  are  slowly  shed — 
O'er  the  deep'brake. 
O'er  sleeping  lake, 
The  gathering  mists  are  dimly  spread. 

But  yet,  though  darkness  shix)udeth  all, 
I  hear  the  murmuring  waters  fall — 

The  tinklings  of  the  silver  brook ; — 
While  from  afar, 
The  vesper  star 
Doth  greet  me  with  a  pensive  look. 


■USIffaS  AT  BVENTIDr, 

Oh  I  joyous  thought — thoa^K  darkling  eveB 
Shuts  out  the  earth — it  open»  heaven-— > 
Disclosing  scenes  for  ever  bi-ight^ 
Where  troubles  cease, 

^       And  all  is  peace,  -^       ' 

And  Fuith.  belioliU  with  ondimm'd  sight. 
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•     •«       •        ♦        "Holy  K' the  l)»y 
Which,  mourning,  soothe.^  the  inouriioi  on  !uj?WAy."— Rookrs. 

[N  lettoi"8,  and  in  sludied  phrase  unukilled, 
I  cannot  gild  and  poliuh  simple  thought ; 

Wilt  thou  not  kindly  theii 
'  Accept,  tho'  rude,  my  thariks. 

I'm  grateful,  Edia,-  and  would  have  you  know 
How  joj'ously  thy  gentle  woids  have  stirred, 

And  woke  the  fondest  hopes 

Within  ray  drooping  heai*t.  * 

The  biightest  orbs  that  deck  the  firmament, 
When  most  they  glad  us  with  their  heavenly  light, 

Are  but  the  ministers 

Of  soothing  sympathy. 

The  blooming  earth, — yea,  the  whole  univei-se, 
In  an  accordant  song,  loudly  proclaims 

Jehovah's  general  law 

Of  our  affinity. 

Teaching,  that  he  who  driea  the  moixmer's  teare, 
And  soothes  the  parched  fever  of  his  heart 

With  fitly  spoken  words 

Of  Him  who  loveth  us, — 

Even  he  himself  shall  feel  within  his  soul 
The  freshing  influence  of  the  "tender  rain ;" 

He,  gently  wateiing, 

Himself,  shall  watered  be. 

Believe  rae,  Ed  la, — choice  have  been  thy  woi-ds, 
And  for  my  sake, — that  "Angel-sister"  shall, 

In  all  thy  darkest  hours, 

Brood  o'er  thee  lovingly. 
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METRICAL  REPLIES  TO  "EDLA's"  QUESTrON8l-"LIFE  !  LOVE  ! 
aiiATH  !     WHAT  ARE  T«EY  ?"      , 

"We  m'g\it  be  happy,  buh  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal."— ByrOx.       ;  .  -.  i  .*-* 

SI  F E !— 'Tis  a  fietful,  feveiish  dream 
That  plays  niwn  the  brow  of  time— 
SBST  A  vision  shadowy,  which  seems 

«.Too  evanescent  for  our  clime  ; 

.        A  paltry  nothing,  fraught  with  pain  ; 
In  strength  'tis  weakness, — only  vain. 

"Oh,  If  the-  TOOl  immortal  tJe,  u  ,'  'i 

Is  not  its  love  immortal  too?'-'— H«MAirs. 

Love  I—What  is  it  ?  Keen  desire,     r 

Memoi-ies  of  sunny  youth, 
Kindling  of  celestial  fire, 

Imaged  in  eteinal  Truth  ;»-~^iif'> 
Thoughts  which  love  from  earth  to  Toam, 
Seeking  Heaven,  their  native  home. 


..-•<> 


"One  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free."— Byhok. 

Death  !— Oh,  death,  hlft#  feaiful  thou, 
Motive  power  oflfear  «iid  :dpoa3, 

Tyrant  of  the  mom»nt;-<'now,'VT  5?**  if 

Baser  of  the  achiug  head  J nW- 

JRuthlm  cause  of  bitt«rr*eai^,       Mi^ 
G^tle  «o<>ther  of  oar  foa». 


h 


110 


i  ■:' 


DELIRANTIS  SOMNIUM 
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•         •         •         -'Ihavafeh 
A  preseno*  tb&t  di»tarb»  me  with  joy 
Of  elerakted  thojflrfats ;  »  sens©  sublime 
Of  somethirrff  far  more  deeply  interfused. 
Whose  dwellinff  was  the  iifht  of  setting  siinB, 
And  the  roand  oeean^  and  the  li\rinff  air. 
And  the  blue  iky,  and  in  the  minds  «f  man  I" 

WoaosM'OftTH. 

,       A  wild  wo«d  waate  j 

Xb  round  me,  aud  I  keenly  feel, 

And  strive,  4»rid  haate  .  ,  '\, 
To  issue  thenee — deep  sliades  -conceaJ 
My  path,  aUimpt  with  night's  ebou  seal 

Wea:ied  I  sink    , 
Upon  the  cold  *nd  dewy  sward, 

While  o'er  me  blink 
Two  fiery  stai-s — myi^lf  tlieir  ward. 
O'er  whom  they  keep  malignant  guai-d. 


ChiWish  I  weep,  t 

And  but  this  tottering  feeble  olay 

Forbids,  and  keeps 
Me  bound  to  earth,  I  would  hot  stay, 
Ohl  for  release  fi-om  dull  decay. 

Aeon 

Thon  ebon  muse 
Of  virtuous  face,  of  anger  rare ; 

Wilt  thou  refuse 
To  listen  to  my  ai-dent  prayer? 
Oh!  grant  relief  from  earth-born  care 
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Com©  tho\i  tx)~night 
With  ample  garments  waving  fr©e, 
*       On  tbotsteps  light 
Oh  I  quickly  come,  and  the  a  shalt  see, 
How  di-ear  a  thing  it  is  to  be. 

With  closed  eyes  ' 

I  musing  wait,  and  faintly  heap  j^   •* 

A  sound  arise,  ;,:  . ^  ,^^ 

Is  it  a  sound  of  potent  fear  ?  /^ 

Why  start  I,  as  it  swelloth  near? 

The  sounds  have  ceas't, 
They  fainter  grow  and  die  away,    ; 

Just  now  at  least 
I  hear  not.    Yet  a  moment  stay  ? 
Again  i*eturns  the  moving  lay. 

List  those  deep  notes , 
Those  low  muffled  tones  of  madness 

Which  round  me  floats ; 
Bi-eathing  away  all  earthly  badne**, 
Weaving  around -fee  spells  of  ghuiness. 

>'       What  is  the  theme  ?  ' 

A  plaintive  bong  of  bloijding  hJve ; 

A  love  which  seems 
Too  pui-e  for  earth,  yet  from  abovd 
Broods  o'er  me  like  a  fond  white  dove. 

Its  fluttering  wings 
The  fondest  melodies  a wa  ke  : 

Hopeful  it  sings, — 
I  thizst — Oh!  v.nin  attempt  to  slake 
That  thirst  with  water  f/wn  the  hrdhe. 
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Vainly  I  seek  < 

And  strive  to  find  mjidelf  a  way^j  /^ 

A  mountain'8  2)eak      •     rO 
lilbing,  divides  tin)  leainis  of  day.  •.> 
Night  clothe*— fit  garb — the  child  of  clay. 

Again,  that  vcAee, 
In  murmuring  tones  of  qui^txvBSS/'  ' 

Bidf  me  rejoice  J         o      - 
Nor  yield  myself  to  wretcTiodnesB, 
For  the  soul  lives  in  faithfulness; — 


;r,!, 


'r 


But  that  I  ought 
To  Him  who  habiteth  etemity,       * 

With  power  fiaught, 
Bow  down  with  faith  and  fear  in  unity, 
And  thus  secure  a  bright  infinity! 


.^V-i 


4-fV*'l 


vr^:-;f!';,r; 


113 


w'J' 


IMPE0VI5AT0BY. 


v3>- 


y^-i 


C^>l£L 


""Thro'  natttre  up  U  nature'!  Ood."-WUDCM  SaUSVBTuk. 


-•^H^^H  B  heaving  oooan, 

In  muttering  tones  of  mighty 
Calla  r9''th  it«  billowa, 

And  they  oome,  each  cap't  with  vhite^ 
And  like  free  steeds,  gallantlj 
Tread  the  bosotn  of  the  sea  1 
Mighty  they — and  yet  how  soon 
Yield  they  to  the  gentle  moon. 

n. 

The  blue  starry  vault 

Of  heaven  if*  o'er  me  bendiBg « 
Soft^—the  night  blixl'it  ^i^^ 

With  zephjTd  low  is  blending,  \ 

And  the  husy  sounds  of  iifo  -^ 

Sleep— unconscious — void  of  sti'ife, 
Aptly  teaching  there's  a  clime  j 

Fai"  beyond  the  bounds  of  time. 

IfL 

Gently  flowerets  bloom, 

Breathing  ^Mrfume  o'er  the  lea ; 
And  the  evening  air 

Rustles  in  the  uspen  tree, 
With  a  low  wild  molody ; 
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IMTitOVISATOaY- 

littring  borne  the  eoal  a«tray, 
To  those  pleasant  pastures,  where 
Pitiittt  anJ  flowers  etei-nal  are ! 

lTi..„  , 

Beauteous  U  natum,  '    * 

At  all  timef,  in  every  pailj 
Her  mute  language  fills 

With  hope  the  weary  heai-t 
Fair  and  holy — pui«  and  true, 
I£o0t  80,  when  to  raoital  view, 
ghe  displaying— we  can  see 
In  her  fiaee  the  Deity!  • 
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RKTROSPECTIVB. 


"But  uhe  ia  In  her  arrive,  and,  Oh  I 
The  diflTereaee  to  me/'— Woroswoitii. 

r  Y  youth's  fond  hopes,  how  bright 

They  flashed  and  played,  until  my  ftituro 
life      ■■•-  ^,     ■-,. 

Hicli  pmmlse  gave  of  joys  unmixed  with  strife, 

And  bathed  in  golden  light ; 
So  fair  the  prospect  was,  that  life  did  seem 
To  mock  at  d«ath  as  if  'twere  but  a  dream. 

The  seasons  came  and  went ; 
But  happiness  arose  with  each  new  change, 
And  thoughtlessly  I  only  sought  to  range, ' 

Whoi>e  rainbow  tints  wei-e  blent,— 
Where  the  gay  sunlight  gladdened  all  the  plain. 
And  the  gi-ave  echoed  every  pleasant  strain. 

I  ca.'ed  not,  had  not  known, 
That  brightest  sans  must  pale  and  darkly  set. 
That  fondest  friends  must  part  altho'  they  met, 

As  Mother  and  her  .son ; 
That;  oven  the  strongest  bonds  of  earthly  love, 
Musib  'gainst  the  power  of  change  but  futile  pi^ve. 
■-^'  'f-'^.-f  ?'ii  •'  f  .  • 

But  now,  the  gold  how  dim, 

Obscurity  involves  that  j-oad  so  bright. 
And  [seem  loHt— Ohl  that  I  might 

With  jKirporie  turn  to  Hin 
Who  was  on  earth,  thy  ever  pi-esent  stay, 
Was  moi^—  was  all— %  UfeJ  thy  truth!  thy  way! 
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"Then  oarae  fair  Miy, 

Deck'd  with  all  dainties  of  her  season'?  pride. 

And  throwing  flower*  out  of  her  lap  arouad."— Spbxsbr. 


•A  Welcome Muy; 

With  thy  gpringiiig  budn,  and  thy  opening  flowort), 
With  thy  shady  groves,  and  thy  fragrant  bowers, 
^;  '       Oh  I  welcome  thee,  May.   ^v  ;    l;i 

Gladsome  May,  '  '      .       * ' 

With  thy  clear  bhie  ekies, — thy  light  flitting  clouds, 
Which  dreamily  float  in  the  azure  that  shrouds, 

And  deep  curtains  thee,  May.  ' 

Pleasant  Ma3%    "  •    ,    ".      •;. 
Sweet  little  brooklets,  let  forth  to  their  play 
Murmur  glad  music,  and  joy  on  their  way, —  .. 
•    They  j*ejoice  in  thee  May. 


<■-••':  7:- :n 


Joyous  May 
Around  mc  is  breathing ;  a  southern  wind 
Blows  thro'  my  garden  so  gentle  and  kind, 

'    And  tells  me  of  thee,  May.  v 

llopeful  May. 
The  cold  and  damp  earth  is  Wanned  by  thy  b^t ; 
Death  spnngs  into  life,  when  touched  by  thy  feet, — 

Thou  great  prophetess.  May. 

My  own  May 
Traty  tells  of  a  new  second  birth; 
Whon  wo  shall  be  free'd  fi-om  the  winters  <»f  ^ftrth. 

And  live  always  in  May. 
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FUNERAL  DIEGE 


cJ^^^i^    {Simg  by  a  Son  over  the  ..^giiUB 
Grave  of  his  Mother.)  '^ 

H !  mother,  did  I  not  forbiii  thee  to  depart? — 
Did  I  not  plead,  and  tell  thee,  that  thou 
wouldst  wion 
Feel  on  thy  faded  face  the  balmy  breath  of  June ; 
And  that  the  summers  murtie  Hoon  would  fill  thy  eavi 
With  those  8weet  melodies,  thou  loved 'st  much  to 

hear ; 
That  soon  our  bird  would  build  again  its  little  nest 

Within  the  Lilac,  where  ibryeai-s  it  buildeth  'ei-st'?— 
Did  I  not  bid  thee  wait,  and  tell  thee  even  then 
Our  burn  had  buivt  its  bands,  and  babbled 

through  the  glen  ; 
That  winter's  clouds  were  fletl  ?  that  spring  was 

coming  fast. 
And  round  thy  wither'd  form  a  robe  of  health 

would  cast  ? 
Then  would  we  roam  together,  I  would  aid  thy 

walk. 
Whilst  thou  would'st  gladden  me  with  a  fond 

mother's  talk — 
Would'st  mark  the  violet  s  purple  leaves  meekly 
^*.  out-spread.  [bed, 

'Sr      But  oh  1  they'i-o  blooming  now  upon  thy  earthy 
For  thou,  alas  1  art  not,  and  1  am  heie  alone, 
A  saddened,  weepirg  boy.    Too  well  I  know 
thou'rt  gone, 
For  thei  e  is  none  to  soothe  the 
IKlfelt^  thrdbbings  of  my  heart 
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MEMINI    LOCUM. 

"There  'bright  appearances'  have-simled; 
And  angel  wings,  at  eve,  h'tvebee.i 
Gleaming  the  shadowy  boughs  between." 


lY    LITTLE  cot,  embow(M«d  deep 
Jy\_      Within  a  loafy  shade  j 

YAi'Oiind  whofcte  door  the  daifsies  peep» 
From  oat  a  grassy  glade ; 
W:  f  re  stately  elms  and  maples  stand 

Like  guardian  sentinels,  y  > 

Who  dearly  love  their  native  land,      t 
And  watch  it  close  and  well.  ..,4  (  :i  ? 

A  little  cot,  whose  moss-gi'own  roof 
'      Sheltei'S  a  household  hearth, 
Where  purest  love  ne'er  stood  alool* — 

Where  piety  had  birth — 
Where  purest  hearts  in  love  did  meet 

With  fond  simplicity — 
Where  lightly-tripping  childish  feet    * 

Trod  joyously  aiKi  free. 

Where  time  pour€fd  out  with  (avish  hand! 

His  blessings  choice  and  ran  ; 
Whfei'^gefttle  breezes  soltly  fann'd     - 
.  A  genial  atmospheie  ^ 
And  where  the  sun  shone  ever  bright. 

And  gloi'iously  too,    .. 
Ab  if  afraid  a  shade  should  blight 

Hifi  daily  chosen  view. 
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Oh  t  is  this  not  my  own  deftr  borne — 
The  place  where  childhood  pilayed ; 

From  which  with  erring  feet  1  voam» 
Sad  and  unsatisfied? 

Then  turn,  thou  wanderer^  retui*n ; 

.    Tarn  to  that  hletit  ahode, 

Where  thy  youug  heart  first  learned  to 
With  love  to  iiature'a  God. 
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JUDITH. 
*'The  beautiful  Widow  of  Manaaseh." 

Oh  thou  brave  woman's  heai't,  that  beats  w>  high 
With  inborn  nobleness,  a  giant  stay, 
Whose  aid  thy  feebler  wariiors  well  might  jM'ay ; 
Though  they  were  Titan's  sons,  whose  arms  outvie 
The  mythic  gods  of  Satai'w's  warlike  sky. 
Bold  as  the  Persians,  dauntless  as  the  -Modes, 
Yet  weak  as  infants,  when  thou  dolf' d  thy  weeds, 
And  daied  the  hosts  of  Assur's  chivalry.. 
Thou  valiant  one,  who  on  Bethelid's  plains 
Turned  firmly  to  thy  God,  and  sought  that  He 
Would  move  thy  woman  arm  to  clear  the  chains, 
And  let  its  kindred,  the  oppressed  go  free, 
Hector  himself  would  quail  beneath  thine  eye — 
And  memory  loves  thy  name,  fair  Merai-i. 


I 


ADIOS  TOR  SEMPRE. 


HAT  is  this  I  h«ar  to-day 
Eleanore  ? 
That  a  maiden  blithe  and  gay, 
Shall  of  choice,  the  weii-d  wo: da  Bay ; 
"I  am  thine  foiever  niore^"— 
Ere  the  moiTow  fades  away — 

Eleanoi  e. 

Sad,  indeed,  such  news  to  me,     - 

Eleanore^  i      ' -jf  r 

For  a  damsel  such  as  she, 

Was  not  niade  fo*'  Convent  walls; 

But  to  grace  thtit  c:>f  age  floor 

Wheie  hei"  velvet  loototep  fulLs ; 

Eleanore. 

But  the  news  is  true,  they  say, 

Eleanore. 
She  will  gajb  herself  in  grey 
And  with  stoled  priests  will  pray. 

On  the  frosty  chupel's  floor, 
God  to  keep  her  His  alway, 

Eleanore. 

€k>od  she  is  as  maid  may  be, 

Eleanore ; 
Fail"  of  form  and  fancy  ft  ee — 
Dire  iconoclast  i  may  she 

Veil  the  idol  we  adore 
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Who  for  her  have  beat  the  knee, 

' '  Eleanoi  e  ? 


I! 


Ill:  I 


^h  !  she  wots  not  of  the  care, 

Eleflnore, 
Of  the  low-voiced,  anguished  prayer, 
Breathed  in  pas-^ionate  desp  lir, 

From  a  stiicken  heajt  and  soie, 
That  no  moie  may  do  or  dare, 

Eleanore.    % 

And  it  was  not  His  design, 

/Eleanore,  ?i':  -xB 

That  a  maid  should  peak  and  pine, 
Or  kneel  singly  at  His  shrine,  ->^ 
A  fruitless  talent  to  restor 
Eather — "  Here  am  I  and  mine," 

Eleanore.    / 


■  f-  ,  ;■«'-;■,« 


■,"5:';<if^.; 


^' 


♦  ■ 


|OME  to  me,  darling,  I'm  weary  and  lorn, 
Pained  like  the  nightingale  breasting  a  thorn; 
Hope  deferred  lengthens  the  moments  to  years, 
And  my  soul  slowly  sickens  with  sorowful  fears—' 
Palma,  my  stately  one,  tender  and  true — 
Phlsing  with  passion,  I  languish  for  you  * 


Come  to  me,  darling,  I  waif  for  thy  woi-ds, 
As  turbulent  April  awaiteth  the  bii-ds,         ;^f  ^^^ 
Whose  songs  are  of  love,  of  the  summer  to  bo> 
As  all  my  affections  are  centered  in  thee ; 
Palma,  my  stately  one,  tender  and  true — 
Pulsing  with  |>assion,  I  languish  for  you. 


,...f 


*  • 
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Come  to  me  darling,  Diana  hath  laid 

A  tissue  of  silver  on  lake,  wood  and  glade ; 

The  dewdrops  in  beauty  bespangle  the  lea,   ■ 

They  have  kin  on  my  eyelids  while  waiting  for  thee : 

Palma,  my  stately  onwj  tender  and  true,  - 

Pulsing  with  passion,  I  languish  for  you.      •• 


m. 


Come  to  me  darling,  the  ra(X>n  wans  apace. 
Come,  ere  she  veileth  her  beams  f.om  thy  face — 
Softly,  love,  softly,  the  moonbeams  may  tiee, 
But  fleeter  than  they  comes  the  wished  one  to  thee. 
True  to  the  call  as  the  moon  brings  the  tide 
Palma  the  peerl€)^^4.  embi'ftces  his  budo. 


m^/jiiiiiia^i 


A    DtRGE 


FOR  JAMES  HIQQINSON  DOTLB. 


I. 

THB  woodd  ai'e  changed,  and  now  is  heard 
Throughout  thoir  cloiatei-s  dim 
The  plaintive  pipe  of  Pity's  bii-d*^ 
The  summer's  requiem. 
Oh !  Eobin  Redbreast !  birdie  most  to  little  children  dear, 
Bi-eathe  soft  and  low  thy  plaintive  notes,  in  sympathy  sincere. 


.d- 


Within  the  garden,  lying  low,   , '  -  ^  ^ 

The  lily  di*oops  its  head ;  >    v       > 

The  last  faint  winds  of  isummer  blow —  ^ 

The  Royal  Ro-se  is  dead  !  -. 

But,  Robin,  tune  again  thy  pipe,  and  fill  the  listening  ear ; 
Sweet  Pity's  biid,  thy  funeral  dirge — for  lo  !  the  little  bier  I 

m. 

The  lily,  simbol's  innocence,      .^  ■  »     ^  ^  :)    ' !  f 
Of  flowe»*8  the  rose  is  prida-s^  r^l: 

Thus  fragrant  is  the  puie  incense        ^ ;      ■,  si-  a. 
Of  the  little  boy  that  died. 
We  loved  him  so —  oh !   birdie  dear,  beneath  j'^on  willow's 

shade. 
Lift  up  thy  loftiest  matin  song — be  there  thy  yesp^r»;^id. 

Bring  fi-om  the  groves  the  daintiest  le^iveft" 

That  summer's,  glories  gave — 
The  mourning  chaplet  autumn  wealed, 


▲   Dffitfl 
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To  strew  npon  his  grave. 
Oh  I  pile  them  deep,  they'll  keep  him  warm  throughout  the 

dying  year ; 
Thus  deftly  place  them,  coyly  wreathe  them  round  the  little 


J'or,  liotin,  in  the  springtime,  he 

Would  at  the  window  sit, 
To  list  thy  flute  like  niinistrelsy, 
And  try  to  rival  it — 
And  call  thee  pretty.  Oh,  thou  sweet  I — sweets  to  the  sweets 

we  mustr—* 
That  heart  so  pure,  those  hands  so  clean,  when  sepulchred 
in  diist 

Sn^eet  bird,  his  song  to^ay,  tre  Imoir, 

Doth  far  out-rival  thine ; 
Where  living  waters  gently  flow, 
He  wai'bles  strains  divine ; 
His  changed  voice,  in  harmony,  rolls  vrith  the  tide  sublime- 
That  sea  of  song  whose  surges  smite  the  sullen  shoi'es  of  time. 

NttW,  lldbltt,  <!y,  the  winter's  bwadi 

Is  at  the  window  patie ; 
Aid.  though  bs  sleeps  thi9  il«^-«f  d^th, 
Tet  will  he  lise  agaiti-^ 
The  little  hoy  who  loved  fchs  bii^d^»<4iidtlitrf  Ut  grief  be  dumb 
And  weep  no4,  for  he  yoi  Will  ris^-^Father,  "Thy  kingdoih 
eome  1'* 


•   •  •. 


:ll  I 


:  Wi 


126 


TO    ZOE    OF    ZEA, 

jj  l\/r  ANY,  many  i-adiant  dreams  love  ^  ^ 
'  1^  1  Do  I  owj  to  tliee, 

4^    Visions  bright,  of  piirliog  stj-eams  lovo 
dancing  to  tho  sea^ 
Whispering  sto  ^htly,  and  foi-evei*  the  samo, 
The  Sibylline  8i>ell  of  thy  sibilant  name. 

II.  .  .,  .,,., 

Visions  of  the  foir  and  pure  love, 

l^u-,.^'-^^■■mi[^■.       Such  as  earth  hath  not,      ,;       ; 
>        Memories  that  will  endure  love  ^■,: 
Without  bhir  or  blot. 
All  fitfully  telling  me — "Nurture  thy  pain, 
Fov  loves  plaintive  song,  must  awaken  refrain.'* 

•  '  >  •  < 

Thus  I  fondly  dream  rtnd  hope  love 

Throiightiie  night  and  day,  ..^ 
And  thou  art  the  lofty  cope  love 
O'er  me  when  I  pray, 
An  unseen  presence,  felt  to  be  beside  me, 
And.  be  ijk,thfii«,,1 8eek.not..what  betide  me. 


./4ra«;'.;>;..V.,.'m*>;ii 


nr. 


» ,. 


A'  *  Atii-^the  di^ams, — ^tihe  dreama  are  fiur  loire, 
i>UL  they  tue  uoi  life; 
■-.tVy."-  ■■■'.'  ..••  •'•I.wouid  give  them  all  to  au*  li*vflf 
T*  •  "  ::  Just  to  call  thee  wife  :-f^/     ' 

Whispering  beside  thee,  and  foi-ever  the  «ame 
The  Sibylline  spell  of  thy  sibilant  name. 
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SONNET    TO 
Flobbncb  Niqhtinoalb. 


|H !  happiest  they  of  all  earth's 
childien  born, 
JWho  hold  a  holy  faith  as  thou  doat^ 

^^3^^^:=       thine,      ~^^2 
Bending  no  waywaixi  knee  before  '^^^ 

their  ehrine. 
Thy  bosom  anguished  with  the  paining  tho2*n. 
Yet  holding  fiist  the  faith,  till  fairer  morn 

Braaks  o'er  the  troubled  land  of  cai'e  and  pain, 

As  breaks  ou  parched  soil  the  summer  rain. 
Then  ply  thee  at  thy  task  till  it  be  done : 

For  death's  dark  night  looms  in  the  eastern 
«ky, 
And  sure  the  heated  i-ace  thou'lt  bravely  inin, 

Thj''  lofty  purpoi*  is  to  win  or  die. — 
Nor  di*op  thee  in  thy  course,  a  myriad  ey^ 
Watches  .thee  at  the  gates  of  Paradise. 


^fi^-lCJ 


•»:' 


~..CD^>g 


.'  V 


5^- 


.,,;^f. 


s\;i>  ., 
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O  !--8hi'<Mid  thy  fac«,  aud  pall  thy  light, 
And  hide  thy  track  amid  the  Bpheres^ 
Nor  try  to  cheer  the  daiksom  night — 
The  night  of  tears. 

For  thy  pale  beams,  howevoi*  pu^^, 

Tinge  all  things  with  a  gha8tly  light; 
And  make  the  garden  as  the  moor, 
A  painfui  sight. 


,\,. 


.i'^^"' 
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Oo, — shroud  thyself,  shut  from  my  view 
All  thatof<uu'th  thou  thinbest  tair; 

Thou  too,  art  folse  and  all  untrue 

■'  Thy  kindest -care.  ^ 

To-night  you  shine  from  me  to  wile  ^ 
The  sadness  of  the  day  that's  past; 
To-monow  night  peit;hance  that  smiid 
Ifiovei-cast. 

.f 
Then  leave  me,  and  let  darlcness  rest 

Supreme  upon  her  ebon  throne ; 
For,  from  within  my  troubled  breast 
Hath  gladness  flown. 

Thus  is  it  with  me,— life  is  vain, 

And  love  a  dream  that  may  not  be ; 
^111  thi-o'  the  moonshine  smiles  again 
My  own  Zaidee. 


\t^ 


■  t  -■  4.' 
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A  DOGGEREL  DRINKING  SONO.    . 

{Air '' Bonnie  Dimdee"  '''^^ 

' "  ►      '.  ,  '■ 

O  vasfiftls  are  We  to  bow  low  to  ft  loid, 
To  bend  at  his  bidding,  or  cringe  at  bin  word, 
^    But  jolly  good  sawyera,  and  workmen  are  wa, 
And  to  worthy  we  give  homage  where'er  it  tuBy  hei 
All  honor  we  |)ay,  to  whom  honor  is  due; 
Nor  oai-e  we  a  fi^f  for  Wella  Aylen  or  crew ; 
Then  let  this  be  oui'  toast,  while  each  roan  his  glass  AHa, 
Health  and  wealth  to  his  Honor  of  Hawkesbury  Kills. 

■    '  ,.   ^   ' 
His  flag  is  unfUi'led^  and  his  tmmpet  is  blown 
By  true  men  and  fi'ee  men  who  dub  hira  their  own, 
Fi*om  the  Biver  Du  Noi-d,  to  the  Grand  Calumet, 
Wiight  and  Cooke,  are  cooked  right,  that's  as  much 

as  to  say;         '''■■  < '  :'^-:<  '^  "■-:.''  •'-  • '  ^■'^'-'^ 
That  BoUingham  now  may  roti«at  to  his  tub. 
And  Cooke  may  remain  where  he  stuek  in  the  mad 
While  this  is  our  toast,  as  each  man  his  glass  fills. 
Health  and  wealth  to  his  Honor  of  Hawkesbury  Hills. 

in. 

lltay  the  years  as  they  speed  on  fl«»t  wings  to  the  past 
Still  find  that  his  colora  ara  nailed  to  the  mattt, 
That  his  hearthstone  is  bright,  and  the  coal  in  his 

grate  ~ 

Glows  as  warm  ns  the  hearts  of  the  poor  at  his  gate ; 


■'l\ 


^:    '"■'     ..;■*- 


ISO 


A   aOQQJuR^L    DRtNKlNCt   BDNO. 


While  the  elicit  of  the  mills  still  his  motto  prove  triM!, 
For  sti-ong  men  and  staunch  men  will  put  the  saws 
thrmigh, 
And  this  is  their  toast,  as  each  man  his  glass  fills, 
Health  and  wealth  to  his  Honor  of  Hawkesbury  Mills. 

■-'IT,'       -■ 

Drink, — the  voice  of  the  Sault,  as  it  sut^ges  along. 
And  the  peaks  of  the  Lawi-entines  echo  our  song, 
May  the  firm  aye  be  worthey  its  founder  of  old 

,  Who  brought  to  their  wild  Woods  the  era  of  gold  j 
Aud  as  each  generation,  glides  past  to  the  tomb, 
May  another  just  like  it  in  full  vigor  bloom, 

iThen  as  now,  be  the  toast,  as  each  man  his  glares  fill^,    . 

Health  and  wealth  to  his  Honor  of  Jlawkesbui-y  MilK 


'r- 
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IN    EXILE 


t        ,.>-v 


TURBULENT,  tossing  to  and  fro, 
y   In  Mlent  soitow,  fear  and  dread , 
My  troubied  thoughts  resistless  flow   . 
Adown  a  homewai'd  channel  led.    *  ^s 

What  is  their  theme  that  they  alway, 
At  eventide,  should  fevered  be  ? 

Ah,  home  and  rest!  Night's  voices  say, 
Alike  to  bii-d,  and  beast  and  bee. 

And  finite  man— may  he  not  hear 
And  undei-stand  the  night  wind's  call, 

As  doth  the  creatui«s  made  to  fear 
His  god-like  kingdom  o'er  them  all  1 

And  shall  not  he  whose  nascent  life 
Was  bound  by  love  in  teuderest  ties, 

Though  hedged  amid  unceasing  strife, 
Long  fiir  domestic  chanties  ? 


^ "  '^^ 


'"■*f 


Kingship  may  wear  a  i-egal  crown— 
What  saith  the  proverb  of  the  head  f 

The  star  that  i-ose  at  eve  goes  down, 
Pejforcc,  before  the  night  is  fled.  * 

Discard  the  crown  and  ease  thy  pain, 
Saith  Wisdom  to  the  royal  race— 

StA!-a  m.ay  go  down  but  yot  again 
Will  throb  in  thoir  appointed  place. 


!  (i 


I35i 
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^i 


The  words  are  ta-ae.    Oh,  happy  hopel 
Though  dai'kness  ahi'ouds  the  mountain's  breast, 

A  crimson  trail  leads  up  its  slope, 
And  light  and  glory  gild  its  crest.     ^; 

Thither  I  haste  through  darksome  ways, 
Not  all  unlearned  the  lesson  given—  ^^ 

Back  to  the  hearth  of  sinless  days-~ 

Fix>m  thence  a  guide  shall  lead  to  Heaven  i 


t>«/;  l?:v'^>:;t-r*  riii  ■r-v'/s-  ,-■:  -^.c;;:!  y,^. 
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'    '  ■  "Tuta  timens,  inacte  rirtute."— ViOBAL. 

«^^^S  when  from  the  Creators  hand  v  ;; 

■^K  The  glorious  orb  of  day  was  flung; 
Space  thrilled  beneath  His  firat  command. 
Ere  oi-der  out  of  chaos  sprung; 
"Let  there  be  light"  His  high  behest,  He  spako  and 

it  was  done, 
And  primal  darkness  paled  away  before  the  Rising  Sun. 

So  drear  despair,  and  darksome  doubt, 
-    .     Throughout  these  dim  beclouded  days,     ^ . 
With  bin,  and  error,  sutfere  rout, 
Exposed  to  Truths  imperial  rays;    -     ^. 
<'Let  theie  be  light"  O  God,  we  cry,  for  life  and  light 

are  one,         .     \      .;  ..•  ,   v   v*^.     ^ 
Make  Thou  the  night  of  evil  pale  beforo  our  Rising 
Sun.  > 


.*■•>.; 


:5-'  ;i^Vi'<^;^>i..  ;-j  <> 


^        We  are.but  dustr— we  meekly  bow,         .v  [. 
Submissive  at  Thy  throne  of  grace; 
For  we  are  weak,  and  ft-ail,  but  Thou 
Canst  lead  us  to  a  resting  place ; 
We  seek  Thine  aid,  our  way  is,  dark,  our  course  but 

just  begun. 
Speak  Thou  the  word,  the  work  is  Thine,  and  bleae 
the  Rising  Sun. 


134  V  ODir 

*  Virtue  and  knowledge  here  shall  maet^ 

'  Where  Love  and  Peace  each  other  Kiss, 

And  Faith  and  Truth  shall  fondly  gi-eet, 
While  christian  charity  will  bless — 
Alike  the  giver  and  his  gift — ^whose  work  of  mercy 

done, 
In  weakness  here,  shall  one  day  siune  bright  as  the- 
Rising  Sun. 


•n 


Here  sheltered  safe  the  weak  shall  dwell,    , 
Secure  from  harm,  walled  in  by  love: — 
Here  songs  of  lofty  cheer  shall  swell  t 

A  prelude  to  the  chants  above; 

Worthy  the  Word,  whose  loving  grace  fron»  the  des- 
troyers won,    -  ^    - 

A  falling  moi'tal  by  the  means  of  this  our  Kaing  Sun. 

So  sha!!  its  beams  pei-vade  all  space, 
'   Revealing  virtues  comeliness ', 
And  to  the  stricken  of  our  i*ace 
Make  clear  the  way  from  their  disti-ess  j 
That  casting  off  besetting  sins,  they  fleet  of  foot  may- 
run  "'^''  ; 
Their  pathway  i-adiant  in  the  beams  of  the  upriain|r 

Sun. 


■  -%^ 
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pUR    INSIGNIA. 


|HEN  first  we  sought,  from  path3  of  sin 
'  ^To  wile  a  brother's  wayward  feet; 
^.  We  knew  that  Love  would  surely  win, 
The  wanderer  to  our  safe  i^ti'eat ; 
And  centered  in  our  blight  Rosette  ^ 
A  Rosebud,  blushing  i-ed  we  set.  '^ 

.  -'V.  ..  ,     /■ 

And  there  to  silence  slandei-s  tongue, 
And  close  the  bubbling  lips  of  wine; 

An  Angel's  Robe  of  white  we  flung 

(To  symbol  Purity  divine), 
Around  the  Rosebud— thus  we  set 
The  Lilly  in  our  pure  Rosette. 

But  Love  is  fickle,  may  prove  vain  ;     - 
Nor  Purity  is  safe  when  lone;— 

Of  Violets  blue  we  wove  a  chain 
To  bind  the  triad  to  their  throne ; 

And  there  they  bloom,  unchanging  yet, 

Red,  White  and  Blue,  in  our  Rosette.     * 

But  with  experience,  knowledge  grew. 
For  flowers  will  fade,  tho'  rich  and  rare ; 

So  opening  up  our  gates  anew. 
We  welcomed  in  the  Ladies  fair  : 

Fidelity,  in  them,  hath  set 

The  other  twain  in  our  Rosette. 

And  thus  we  "children  of  the  Sun 
With  hearts  of  fire"  unflagging  seek, 


;m 
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To  lift  the  fallen  and  undone, 

Eotrieve  the  eiTant,  aid  the  weakr 
Wearing  without,  this  badged  Eosetto' 
Within  the  shadowed  thing  is  kept. 

A  motherV  gentle  hand  will  guide, 
A  sister  cheer  each  faltering  soul ; 

That  other  "alter  ego"  glide       .•  ^f;": 
Beside  us  to  the  wished  for  goal : 

Then  wonder  not,  that  we  should  lot 

A  woman  wear  Of^r  hearts'  Bosette. 


)it  --m^ 
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**Ncw,  joy  for  the  erws  to-day  !"— 

LMA,  thy  name  we  !ove ;  though  well  we  know 
That  thy  (i»rk  plain  is  ciimBOn'd  with  the  blood. 
Of  those,  whom  most  we  loved  on  earth  below  ; — 
Of  those,  whose  memory,  like  a  rushing  flood, 
Bids  f'evoi  ed  eyes  again  to  ove.  flow ; — 
And  hearts  to  beat,  and  yearn  i'or  their  beloved, 
Who  come  no  moie,  for  they,  the  fond  and  brave 
Have  nobly  bkd,  weakness  from  power  to  save. 

We  know,  alas,  we  know  our  loved  ones  slee|i 
On  the  cold  bosom  of  a  foreign  land, 
And  then  ever  more,  to  kiss,  and  breathless  weep. 
And  clasp  the  throbbing  brow,  with  gentle  bands  : — 
To  watch,  the  longing  eye,  and  silent  keep 
It  fixed  upon  its  own, — last  parted  band 
Which  only  breaks,  when  pulseless  is  the  clay, 
And  the  "dark  glass"  is  shattered, — cast  away. 

We  know  all  this,  and  yet  we  love  thy  name, 

Bright  epitaph  upon  the  speaking  tomb 

Of  Eu ropers  landed  freemen ; — love  is  tame^  . 

Too  tame,  we  venerate,  adore ; — thy  gloom 

When  deepest,  cannot  hide  fair  fame, 

Or  dim  the  writing  of  the  Tyrants  doom, 

For  Britain's  mighty  dtfld !  sleep  on  thy  trampl'd  eod. 

And  wher^  thetf  sl^P)^  tfa^vod,  is  eotts«cratod  to  God. 
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TO   OPHELIA. 
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"There's  Rosemary,  that's  for  remembraace ; 

Pray  you,  love,  remember. 
And  there's  PiiQsie?,— that's  for  thoQgbt.—H.oiLCT. 

'     |^|H  my  dear  maid,  T  thank  thee  for  thy  gift ; 
•i^^  'Tis  sad,  3*et  fair,  indeed  'tis  very  fair, 
'Tis  like,  alaa !  'tis  too  much  like  thyself; 
As  it  is  puieiy  fair,  even  so  is  it 
Most  weak,  and  sadly  frail,  though  it  be  bruis'd 
And  sorely  bro  cen,  still  is  it  lavish 
Of  its  fragrance,  and  full  of  gentleness ;  '     .  '^ 

Rudely  pluck'd  fiom  its  stem,  nay.  not,  rudely, 
Was  it  not  gathered  by  thy  gentle  hand  ? 
Thou  like  these  flowei-s,  now  drooping  with  decay, 
Dost  meekly  woo  my  fondest  sympathy. 
Will  not  this  sprig  of  Rosemary  recall 
The  sweetest  memories  of  vanished  joys ;    ^     *^ 
Thy  simple  Pansies,  too,  will  fui*nish  me 
With  d.ifting  clouds  of  tender,  silent,  thought; 
Thoughts  which  will  clocely  bind  the  golden  past, 
The  phantom  futu:e,  and  this  sad  present,      ^^.. 
Into  a  single  moment, — that  moment, 
My  oxistauce,  and  that  wholly  thine; — 
Oh !  pool*  Ophelia,  like  those  flowere  art  thou, 
Both  fair,  and  fjail,  and  fond,  and  broken. 
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MY  years  diminish;  day  by  day 
I  feel  my  pulwes  weaker  grow ; 
^W  Yet  ril  repine  not,  nor  will  say 
V        How  bitterly  I  feel  their  flow. 

XJnenvied,  and  unknown  I  sweep 
Along  the  common  sti-eam  of  time. 

Tears  wonld  lelieve  me  could  1  weep, 
Eeligion  save  mo  could  I  climb. 

The  light  of  hope—if  light  at  all— 
Has  deepened  to  an  ashen  gray ; 

Vainly  for  love  or  death  I  call,— 
I  get  no  answer  wher»  I  pi'ay.         ♦ 

A  dull  routine  of  soixlid  strife,        =   u 
Mid  toi  1  ing  worwhi ppei-s  of  gold. 

Is  still  before  me ;  of  my  life, 
When  this  is  known,  thei-e's  nought  untold. 
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TO  MDLLE.  LAURA  B~ 


A  RE  WELL !  I  would  not  recal  the  woixl, 
Did  I  not  know  that  part  we  must — 
Be  mine  a  brighter  ho|)o  and  truat, 

Than  miser-like  to  hide  my  hoai"d. 

Be  mine,  the  strong  enduring  heart 

That  cheeked  for  jo^',  and  moved  to  g:  ief, 
Still  bows  fculmiM-ive  in  belief,    , 

That  for  the  best  ib  fcorrow'is  dait. 


For  often  that  which  most  we  diead 
Is  but  a  phantom  of  the  brain, 
A  troubled  thought — a  thought  insane — 

That  darkly  shadoweth  love'a  bed. 

In  this  brisk  world  of  changing  time, 
We  cannot  always  hope  to  glide, 
Forevci"  on  the  self-same  tide — 

Forever  in  a  sunny  clime. 

Then  go,  and  when  the  silver-horn 
Is  tremulous  with  the  breath  of  fame, 
And  myiiad  voices  laud  thy  fame, 

Exu  tant  on  the  breezes  borne. 

I'll  8*t  and  mttse  of  hours  that  thou 
Hast  gladdened  with  thy  gentle  voice, 
Of  dai'kness  lightened,  and  rejoice 

That  myrtle  wreathes  my  Laura's  brow. 


/■  , 


*  ■  I  ■.  *-^ 


"We  ceased ;  a  gentler  feeling  crept 
•      '  •'    •    Upon  us;  surel}' rest  is  meet :  '  * 

'Then  rest,*  we  s.iid,  'the'r  sleep  is  sweef  ,* 
And  sileiioe  followed,  aud  we  wept."— /a  Memoii  cm. 

STRA"NGEST  thoughts,  the  retroactions  of  a  mehineholy 
mood 
Wander   fitful   through  my  mind,   like  fleeting  shadows 
tht-ough  a  wood  :  ;  , ,, 

Like  the  quivering,  wanton  moonbeams,    softly  peeping 

thro'  the  ti'ees, 
Dancing  in  and  out  like  fairies  sporting  'mid  the  fluttering 
,     ^         leaves.      ,,     ,  ,  ■      .  ,     , 

Even  thus  doth  thoughts  of  time  past,  vaguely,   vaguely 

•    •     .     shift  and  change, 
Mingling  quaint  and  cuiious  fancies  with  tjie  wonderful  and 
•    ••'.•'■.•  Bti^aoge-. ■  ■•  ..', •fir->,'i.     ^:-  ;.■•      .■•I  •'•.••.♦• 

tt  is  meet  that  it  should  be  thus,  for  'tis  now  the  peaceful 

And  the  mild,  suggestive  astral  Ughto  .rey«al  the.  d^ptlis  lai 
■    heaven.  :■  -■■■'■•   vv.-   ■-^/^-•"•■.'•'.v..:;,v-/'V'' , 

On.tikeliO^lyHMffUi  the  d0w  lies,  clothing  -oveij  iend^ 

blade, 
In  HAifit<pitre  and  chastened  'beauty  -with  Which  ^rtne  rflM 

a  maid, 

And  the  callings  of  the  nightwinds,   as   they  whiaper   in 
mine  ear, 


-■'■■.   ■■■/: 


i 

111 


il 


I4t        '  mfTROt. 

» 

Hath  the  toneH  of  falrj  music  stealing  fram  a  hidden  mere. 

Everything  is  weird  and  phantona-like:  the  uhadow  of  the 

«i]l 
Seeran  a  veiJed  spirit  weepiAgwhefd  oiir  loved  ones  sleep 

80  Htill 

And  the  meteor  little  fii^efly^  stai'tiiig  fmm  the  silent  heath, 
Is  symboiie  (if  the  rising  of  the  pure  who  lie  beneath— 


I;  Breaicing  tkro^  tlM3  dim  fljid-darliKaed  witk  a  fi^esk  created 

sight,  *• 

.  i||{  Bursting  thro' the  drear  and  rajless  into  everlasting  light. 

O  J  though  change  maj  dim  the  Ittsture  of  the  blight  aud 

.     •  'l»uiiiiHhed  gold, 
Though  he  nip  the  wai-m  and  loving  with  his  fingers  lank 
!  ^.       .         aud  cold: 

Though  he  sweep  away  the  gentle,  who  made  glad  o«r 
^^'^'•^-^  household  hearth;  tf)^&:.r      '  •-.  • '^ 

Though  he  blast  the  fondest  fellowdhips  that  ever  dwelt  on 

Though  he  revel  in  desti'uetion,  insatiate  of  death, 

Like  the  false Vttdean  kissing  but  to  poison  with  his  bi^eath. 

There's  a  limit  to  hin  governance,  an  ending  to  his  y^eai's, 
li  A^t' When  he  hiitts&lf  shall  feel  anxieties  and  fesrsr*—.'' 

♦ 

Tllfi,.A.^^nger*B  on  hia  track;;  swift  and  sare .of  foot  i^  Hoy 
And  His  banner  beat's  those  glomus  woi4«»  <'<I   make  my 
people  fi-e©/* 
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TO     i^OVEMBER. 


[HILL  :>nd  8urly  as  thou  art,  yet  I  love  thee,  No- 
vember; thou  Benson  of  the  "nero  and  yellow  leaf." 
The  young  but  seldom  wish  for  thy  coming ;  for  thou  wear- 
est  not  an  aspect  promotive  of  pleasurable  sensations,  and 
thy  gloomy  and  lowering  skies  accoiti  not  with  the  sunny 
hopes  and  towering  aspirations  of  the  springtide  of  life;  and 
yet,  though  young,  I  love  thee.  I  love  thoe  foi-  thy  ever 
shifting  clouds,  which  now  are  piled  togotlicr  in  soil!  grand- 
eur, and  anon  dispersed,  in  drifting  tlsikes,  sweep  through 
the  aerial  vault.  I  love  thee  for  thy  litful  gales  that  rise 
like  the  fretful  sleeper's  dream — there  is  the  rush  of  the  tem- 
pest, 'tis  but  for  a  moment,  and  all  is  quietness  and  peace. 
Oh,  I  love  those  chilling  bhists,  which  in  mournful  cadence 
makes  music-al  the  solitary  forest.  And  I  have  heard.  Oh 
joy,  the  low  wild  moanings  of  thy  viewless  winds  flit  aci'OM 
the  droary  heath.  The  beaming  month  of  May  comes  to  us 
ixijoicing  in  its  sprouting  buds  and  opening  blossoms,  and 
her  gentle  violets  peep  from  the  verge**  pf  their  chill  bedi 
of  snow — the  last  and  fading  relicts  of.  (departed  winter's 
power.  We  hear  the  humming  .of  th^  busy  bee;  the  gmve 
is  vocal  with  the  early  songster'^  warblings ;  and  the  sum- 
mer months  succeeding  shed  ai-ound  us  the  rich  fragi-ance 
of  maturing  fi-uits  and  flowers,  and  all  the  earth  appears  to 
revel  in  the  calm  and  cloudless  skies  of  June.  And  yet, 
November,  I  love  thee  f».v  the  best ;  thy  season  lalleth  not 
to  forgetfulness ;  for  in  thy  whirling  vapoura  I  mark  the 
evidences  of  wild  excitement  and  of  powerful  emotion  ;  arid 
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I  love  thee  because  that  I,  bo  unlike  the  noblest  or  th« 
mcaneHt  bous  of  time,  have  found  in  thee  a  BympathiBing 
friend — a  loved  companion;  thou  art  naj'  natal  month,  and 
ilear  as  a  mother  thou  art  indeed  to  me.  Thou  imageist  my 
life,  nay,  more,  thy  fi^quent  and  fitful  changes,  thy  decay- 
ing leaves  which  rustle  in  ray  path,  teach  me  thit  life  is 
fleeting ;  fj-om  the  midst  of  thy  general  gloom  and  despond- 
ency thou  leadest  me  to  drink,  yea,  to  bathe  my  weary 
limbs  in  that  j-iver  of  life,  whose  waters  are  pu/e  as  crystal, 
and  whose  sti«ams  make  glad  the  city  of  our  Uod;  and 
when  troubled  with  the  ills  of  life,  to  seek  for  shelter  where 
it  only  may  be  found,  even  with  Uim  who  is  "as  the  shadow 
of  a^reat  rock  in  a  woai;^*  land."  ^ 
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AN    AFTERNOON    AT    LEISURE. 


HAVE  JQst  «seaped  fi-om  the  weaiy  counting, 
house.  What  a  glorious  renovator  is  the  clear 
tight  of  day,  as  it  stitkes  around  me,  undimmed 
by  dusty  and  curtain<)d  windows :  how  refi-eshing 
,.^^      ».iie  bi'eeze  1   But  if  you  would  estimate  its 

valuo  arite,  come  and  sit  with  me  in  a  close  office,  and  for 
long  hours  poi'e  over  extended  accounts  curi*ent,  concentrat- 
ing all  thought  and  attention  on  the  double  columns  of  im* 
placable  figures;  follow  it  for  a  few  days  only,  and  then 
what  saith  the  bi^ee^es  ?  Oh,  how  gmtefully  they  fan  the 
levered  brow,  and  wipe  from  the  countenance  every  evi- 
dence of  tiying  thought ;  they  g'^ve  strength  and  vigor  to 
your  foo<Btept«,  and  ai>e  fitiught  lirith  life  and  health.  Do 
you  not  feel  thai  the  weary  physical  frame  is  undergoing  a 
complete  renewal  ?  Your  head  has  ceased  to  throb — the 
stiff  teaturoH  of  the  man  of  buttiness  are  relaxing  and  assume 
a  smile — not,  however,  like  the  smile  you  wore  a  few  min- 
utes ago  in  the  counting-house,  for  it  was  confined  to  the 
iip, — and  this  is  fitmk  and  open,  and  each  feature  in  your 
countenance  seems  to  vie  with  the  other  in  producing  it. 
This  \6fi  feeling  smile,  and  evidences  thus: — The  little  boy 
who  would  play  at  your  office  window,  and  "not  otherwise 
<ir  elsewhere,"  is  no  longer  an  annoying  little  brat;  he  is  a 
ilne,  hearty,  playful  little  tellow,  and  yon  pat  him  kindly 
•on  the  head.  The  i-agged,  pale,  thin-faced  little  girl  who 
pleads  so  earnestly  for  almn,  even  a  single  copper, — what 
of  her?     Th  hor  importunity  the  moio  brawiings  ofa  woith- 
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leHs  beggar  ?  or  do  yon   recogniBe   in   her  faint  voifft,   the 
eainest  pleadingH  of  the  '    •    ^       • 

~v%r'    "HomcleiNifBhildof  wantftnd  woe?"      '-  '^ 

If  not,  whei^  did  the  change  come  from  ?      Need   I   say 
more  ;  is  there  not  healing  in  the  bi'eeze  ? 

But  I  am  foi-  the  mountain ;  not  the  hoary  Alp  or  tower 
ing  Appcnine  of  distant  lands,  which   my  neigh boi*  4iavo 
visited  and  ceaw  not  to  mve  about  in  all  conceivable  man- 
ner of  extravaganza  stanzas,  but  the  Moimtarh  at  the  door, 
our  own  gi-een-crested  mount,  Mount  RoJ-al."  f  am  wending 
tny  way  thronjjjh  the  grove  which  s^KtiowIh  itn  base,  or  i^t her 
robes  it  to  ite  summit  in  a  garo  of  laii'est  foliage  ;.aboi^t 
midwaj*  the  ground  is  gently  UiicTuIatiiig,  and  the  gsOve  *^o 
void  of  undeibnish,  (hat  a  chiWish  fan^y  (Strikes  me  very 
fV>vcibl\', — it  seems  iis  if  the  scene  were  laid  in  meiry   Shc:*- 
WoaH  Forest,  and  it  d«H>s  not  i"e.'|uiro  a  veiv  grejit  stivtch  oi' 
imagination  to  people  the  plav^j  with  the  b!>ld  Kobin  and  his 
merrymen.     Oh  yes,  although  only  in  miniatui-e,  yet  hc.o 
are  the  openings, — the  pleasant  ghides,   the  jagged  jutting 
ir)ek,  and  anceatral  ti*ot?H.  How  stn»nge  that  the  great  battle 
of  life,  weaj-ing  and  t.ying  though  it  be,  yet  ever  fails   to 
eradicate  even  the  caiUest  impi-essions  of  chiUlhoo^l ;    slight 
little  incider.ts  of  my  e.irjiesi  years  nppear  to  l»e  more' deep- 
i}'  rooted  in  my  memory  thiiii  p<  rhap?  very  iniportanKiJtfcur- 
renecs  of  3'e8teMay.  .  *  '  '•-  -  -. 

But  I  nuist  hasten,  tor  the  sun  is'  de<jlini?ig,  alrojvly  the 
♦shadows  ni*e  slowly  stealing  up  the  breast  of  the  moun- 
tain— its  bate  if*  wrapt  in  gloom  oVrshadowed~lut  the 
bluff.  tow.'H^is  which  T  am  hastening,  is  still  rcfifl^ent  with 
the  golJen  rays  of  the  setting  sun.  That  old  freld^  which  1 
thought  looked  so  bai-e  and  desolate,  as  it  titood  ftVrth  upon 
tlie  bare  cliff,  aj)peaji?  now  as  ifehjised  in  pui;est  pfbm:  '  Let 
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me  raut  for  a  moment  on  this  projecting  granite,  while  I 
titay  myself  up  secui'oly  by  the  trunk  o^thiH  little  aapling 
which  elingti  m  clocely  to  its  rugged  bed,  below  me,  and  a 
little  to  the  right  I  obtiei've  a  monumental  column,  in  honor 
of*  whorn'r  know  not,  as  I  did  not  notice  it  until  now — its 
location  is  veiy  beautiful,  and  I  am  glad  it  is  there,  for 
when  most  satinfied  with  the  beauty  of  earth,  then  do  I 
most  distinctly  hoar  the  whisperings  of  the  cold  ^ey  stona, 
I  like  to  look  down  at  it  standing  so  quietly  Aivid  the  sigh- 
ing bi-at|ch©s  of  the  grove,  "    '  .         ^;;' 

Where  weeps  the  biroh  with  silver  bark« 
And  loni^  dishevelled  hair. 

Again  facing  the  mountao^s  brow,  clinging  hei'e  to  a  pro- 
^ting  root  and  theit)  to  a  slii^ht  twig,  I  elamber  upwards, 
and  now  I  have  attained  the  summit;  I  gaxe  with  strong 
emotion  u[)on  the  glowing  prospect,  biit  I  use  no  stiperla- 
tives,  Itiecause  I  oannot  use  them  ;  under  like  circumstances 
I  have  ever  failed  adequately  to  give  expression  to  thought; 
I  cannot  give  lite  to  my  words — without  emotion  they  are 
useless.  Xeilhei-  need  1  attempt,  by  language,  to  cleave  my 
way  through  the  wilderness  of  joyous  thought  in  which  I  am 
lost  to  all  save  nclf  and  Deity.  I  attempt,  for  (  can  bat 
attempt  a  descnption  of  the  prospect.   Here  have  we  indeed 

gt*>/!^W..        \  btehdinff  of  all  beauties,  stroims  and  dells ; 
•"*.      ;*.*?*       '  Frbif«i  feU««es^OT»f,  wood,  cornfiidd,  monntain,  river,  "*■ 

■tfi^i!  And  ehieflesii  ea»tl«s  breathing  s'ern  farewells  ^ 

Frum  icey  but  leify  w;itls  wliero  r'lia  greo.ily  dwollit. 

Xiooking  southwainl,  the  foaming  rapid  of  ihe"Long  Siiult" 

is  visable;  and  following  the  liver  in   its   course,    my   eye 

rests  upon  St.  Helen's  Island,  stemming  the  watciv  with  its 

^roen  banks,     llci-e  is  a  magazine  for  the  safe   keeping  of 

'  that  dahgeroui  article,  gunpowder.      There  U  aUo  an   ar- 

"inonry,  in  whioh  are  stowed  away  all  uiiniiurot  implomontn 
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of  war.    What  a  pity  that  the  pointed  steel  ib  nccesftai-y  an 
the  safeguard  of  a  nation's  liberty.    Let  ns  hope  that  the 
time  is  not  far  distant  when  contending  forces  shall  v'leaHe  to 
be — ^when  our  peace  shall  be  firm  and  lasting,   becaivHO  se- 
cured through  the  Prince  of  Peace.  '^ 
Between  St.  Helenas  Island  and  the  Island  of  Monti'e.il, 
the  rushing  watera  of  the  St.  Lawrence   pasH,   forming  the 
Current  St.  Maiie.    Eastward,  I  observe  the  apex  of  a  nionn- 
tain  wreathed  in  the  bnlliant  sunset ;  this  i:^  the  famous  and 
fashionable  Belceil,  signifying,  I  believe*  a  fine  view,  or,  pe.  - 
haps  more  literally,  a  good  eye,  and   then   stretching  away 
till  they  are  lost  in  the  distance,  appear  the  gi'een  hills  of 
Vermont.    Turning  westward,  I  mark  the  river  Ottawa,  it« 
shores  studded  with  little  villages,  prominent  among  which 
is  that  of  St.  Annes,  celebrated  by  the  facile  pen  of  Tom 
Moore,  in  the  popular  "Canadian  Boat  Soug.      Turning 
slightly  to  the  north,  the  glitteHng  Hpii-es  of  a  parish  church 
display  themselves.    This  is  the  village  of  S\  Bu^tache,  on 
the  Riviei*e  du   Chene.      Other  villages  api-»ear,   and   aw 
plainly  indicated  by  the  tin  covered  spires  of  their  churches. 
Confining  my  view,  I  have  the  Little  River,  a  branch  of  the 
Ottawa,  and  which  again  subdivided,  washes  the  shores  of 
the  fertile  Isle  Jesu.     Before  me  ai  e  the  happy  home^^teads 
of  the  rugged  tillers  of  the  soil,  a  class  of  people  whom,   ae 
a  class,  I  most  respect,  tor  I  have  mingled  with   the   home- 
spun grey,  and  have  been  well   content  to  occupy  &  rustic 
stool  in  the  kitchen,  not  hecAuse  I  am,  or  would  be,  what  is 
commonlj'  styled  a  sentimentalist,  but  because   I  found   a 
satisfying  enjoyment  in  their  affectionate  and  simple  pas- 
times, — because  I  liked  to  look  up  into  the  open  honest  faoe, 
and  there,  in  chai*acter8  the  plainmt  and  most  unmistakable, 
read  man. 


'   . 


AN   AFTERNOON   AT   LKISURE. 


149 


>1«. 


Immediately  below  me,  od  the  slope  of  the  mountain, 
lies  the  Mount  Royal  Cemedy,  a  most  beautiful  location ; — 
its  sunny  slopes,  its  plvnsant  vales  and  murmuring  streams, 
with  rustic  bridges  thrown  across ; — fit,  indeed,  is  the  place 
*hr  t!!o  dead  we  loved.  From  where  I  stand,  the  proud  col- 
umns or  expensive  tablets  in  honor  of  titled  wealth  are 
viriable ;  and  by  their  bide  appears  the  rude  post  which 
marks  the  last  resting  place  of  one  unknown  to  wealth  and 
fame, — and  whose  virtuen,  if  he  had  any,  sleep  with  him 
unlettered,  oi*  living,  live  only  in  the  memory  of  former 
associates.    Thus  let  my  epitaph  be  wjitten, — 

"For  what  nre  crown?  and  sceptres,  power  and  fame, 

And  plaudits  echoed  by  a  nation's  breath, 
A  noble  anoentry  and  mighty  name,  . 

When  summoned  to  thy  presence  chamber.  Death  T 

What  are  the  hatchment  and  the  banner  brave,  '<'. 
•The  buckler,  helm  and  spear  suspended  bich T 
Ask  load  the  (^ue^tioo  i — oatheohise  the  grave ! 
>  Dust  I  darkness !  silence  I— This  is  tLe  reply  i" 

The  sun  is  set,  and  yet  the  ceaseless  hum  of  rumbling 
wheels  in  the  busy  city  are  distinctly  heaiti ;  and  hark,  from 
the  tower  of  St.  George's  Chapel,  steal  in  upon  my  ear,  the 
mellow  tones  of  the  vesper  bell.  Often  do  I  shudder  and 
start  with  fear  when  I  hear  the  first  Bolemn,  warning  tone 
of  the  church  belt ;  but  eventually,  those  low  deep  notes 
which  agitate,  become  soft  and  musical, — and  in  the  sweetly 
chiming  cadences,  I  hear  a  still  small  voice,  inviting  me  to 

*      •       •       •      Saateh  the  brief  r«pri«re  fr      wrth, 
And  pact— a  gaest— to  heaven. 

The  shades  of  evening  are  gatheiing  and  conceal  the  plea* 
sant  landscape,  yet  even  more  beautitul  is  the  picture  dis- 
closed. The  mists  are  languidly  creeping  o'er  the  vale,  the 
sounds  of  busy  life  become  less  distinct,  and  I  hear  only  the 
murmuring  of  waters^  as  even  in  darkness  they  hurry   on- 
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ward ;  the  stately  queen  of  night  drapped  in  fleecy  elonds  is 
joumejring  upwards,  and  now  the  whole  "  [ 

•       ♦       •       •       Floor  of  HeaTOO  *^^ 

l8  thick  inlaid  with  patina  of  bricbt  gold.  ■  tl^ 

The  busy  bee  on  humming  wing  has  passed  chanting  iti» 
way  hivoward ;  I  too,  yet  pensively,  retrace  rr  steps,  and 
lest  I  be  uncourteous  through  forgetfulncss,  dear  reader  (if 
I  have  one)  good  nigjk> 
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^OLITENESS  is  a  woi-d  of  whose  meaning  thoubAnda 
ansume  comp.ehcnbion,  while  they  cannot  give  it  a 
clear  definition  ;— ^t6o  many  think  that  their  affected  'Pleatio 
Sir/  and  'Allow  me  Madame/  is  the  very  pink  of  courtesy 
In  my  opinion,  they  are  much  mistaken.  Politeness  is  not 
the  use  of  pteeise  tei  ms,  of  chosen  words,  and  euphonious 
Hentenees.  It  is  rather  a  feeling,  a  genuine  emotion,  a  prac- 
tical exeraplifieation  of  that  great  law  "Which  we  had  fi-om 
the  beginning,  that  we  love  one  another,"  and  as  such  will 
ussuiedly  cull  for  itself  the  most  appropriate  language. 
How  few  are  truly  polite,  and  of  these  few,  how  fewer  still 
are  they,  who  have  spent  two  shillings  on  a  manual  of  eti- 
>quette,  much  less  studied  the  more  elaborate  pages  of  Lord 
Chesterfield,  or  the  silly  twaddle  published  under  the  most 
gracious  patronage  of  Count  d'Orsay.        .  ;,>i  . 

These  thoughts  were  suggested  by  a  trivial  little  eircum- 
tttance  which  occurred  a  few  evenings  ago.  Walking  leisure- 
Jy  along  in. company  with  a  friend,  we  observed,  slightly  in 
advance  of  us,  a  couple  of  gentlemen,  arm  in  ai'm,  turning 
from  Notre  Dame  up  M'Gill  Sti*eet.  They  were  accosted 
by  a  cabman, — "Want  a  cab,  gentlemen  ?  want  a  cab  ?" 
The  gentlemen  did  not  want  a  cab,  neither  did  they  deign 
to  reply.  Passing  on  in  silence,  and  ccnning  immediately 
upon  the  scene  of  action,  we  heard  from  the  lips  of  the  dis- 
appointed Jehu,  a  sarcastic  exclamation,  certainly  neither 
dignified, .polite,  nor  pious.  Our  turn  came  i»ext,  and  I 
must  sayuot  in  a  pleasant  or  agreeable  tone  of  voice,  was 
the  solicitation  extended  to  us, — "Want  a  cab,  gentlemen? 
want  a  cab  ?"    My  friend  replied, — "No  thank  yon,  not  to 


152 


AKBWKK  THE  OABICAN'. 


Mj"!' 


f ; 


night,"  and  thus  all  farther  diseaBsion  or  colloquy  ceased, 
A  few  yards  further  on,  we  were  again  greeted  with  the 
same  almost  interminable  inteirogatory, — ''Want  a  cab, 
gentlemen  ?  won't  you  take  a  diive  7"  and  again  did  my 
friend  trouble  himself  to  reply.  Here  then  was  the  exercise, 
the  demonstration  <^  true  politeness.  The  deportment  of  a 
great  majority  of  our  cabmen  is  certainly  not  quite  au  fait 
or  debonair  J  yet  even  the  most  uncivil  ai'e  subject  to  the  in- 
iuence  of  couite-jy,  and  when  properly  treated,  lose  much 
of  that  rudeness,  which  they  otherwise  indulge  in  so  frequent- 
ly )  and  if  we  would  glide  smothly  adown  the  rapid  Htream 
of  life,  we  must  learn  to  live — 


■•■«i 


'Respeotinf ,  in  each  other's  oass. 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace.'* 
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Kemember  my  caption,  then,  and  try  in  the  little,  vm  well 
as  the  great  things  of  life,  to  cultivate  and  exercise  the 
spirit  which  prompted  my  friend  to  reply  to  the  cabman, 
and  my  woixi  for  it,  you  will  tbei*eby  pass  beyond  the  reach 
of  either  odium  or  insult,  and  most  assuredly  will  yoo  escape 
unpleasant  public  reflections.  Except  to  the  criminally  vile, 
eommcm  courtesy  is  a  duty  we  owe  to  all )  and  a  duty  faith- 
fViUy  discharged  is  ever  pi*odttctive  of  satisfaction.     With— - 

*^0'^--'  *'G«ntle  words  and  loring  smiles,  yii 

"^  V  How  beautiful  is  earth." 

Would  yon  add  to  that  beauty,  deriving  therefrom  the 
gure  reward  of  pleasure,  then,  answer  the  cabmoM  I 
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[UBJECTED  to  almost  continnal  vicisBltndes^  ami 
'wearitHl  by  endless  toils,  we  should^  were  it  not  for 
the  exalted  and  refreshing  influences   of  hope,   be  sure   to 
droop  and  falter  on  our  way ;  botsowonderfully  a:  ewe  fash- 
ioned by  the  creative   hands  of  Infinite  wisdom,  that  what 
at  first  sight  strikes  us  a  weakness,   becomes  by  a  slight 
modificatien  in  itself  the  cause  of  power.     Thus  it  is  that 
grief  when  closeiy  pent  up  within  a  swelling  heart,  almost 
crushes  us  with  its  oppression  ^  but  the  cause  of  onr  suffer- 
ing  attaining  its  maturity,  and  when   most  overpowering^ 
gives  us  relief  in  gushing  floods  of  tears,  the  previous  pain 
has  but  fitted  us  more  fully   to  appieciate  the  snbesequcnt 
relief^  in  such  eases  all  our  expenenee  goes  to  establish  the 
paradox,  that  even   teal's,   those  semblances  of  grief,  are 
blessed  things.     .     .     ...     .     From  the  cradle  to  the  giave^ 

through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  this  mortal  life,  does 
hope  ever  present  a  bright  future,  a  glowing  picture  of 
happiness  to  come.  This  cheers  us  on  through  the  deepest 
despondency ;  indeed,  bereft  of  these  light,  sunny  visionp, 
our  boasted  human  progress  would  become  a  miiserable 
nothingness.  Shakspeaie  says,  in  the  Two  Gentlemen  of 
Verona: — 

**Hep«  it  ft  lorer'f  staff;  walk  hen<M  with  that,  ' 
And  manace  it  against  daepairinc  thsai^ts." 

And  again,  in  King  Bichard  III.,  we  find   the  following 

much  moi^  forcible  couplet : — 

**True  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swallows'  wings : 
Bliags  it  makas  gods*  and  maanar  vaataras  kings." 
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Hope  Ih  most  peculiarly  the  pi-opeity  of  the  ^'^oo<l,  the 
"Friend  of  the  brave  in  peril's  darkest  hour,''  to  whirh  in- 
trepid virtue  looks  for  power.  But  why  multiply  quota- 
tions, for  who  has  ever  todbhed  the  Rholl,  and  failed  to  ning 
of  joyous  hope  ? 

''Hope  on,  ever,"  is  a  veiy  frequently  uttered  sentiment, 
and  one  comprehensive  of  wisdom ;  and  when  it  becomes 
that  cofiding,  enduj-ing  hope,  which  "hopeth  all  things,"  it 
is  no  longer  merely  a  shadower  of  sublunary  wisdom,  but  is 
a  real  expositor  of  eternal  truth.  Bursting  into  a  divine 
flame,  it  dissipates  the  gloom  that  shrouds  the  night  of 
death,  till  even  the  starless  grave  shines  gloriously ;  and 
then,  and  only  then,  does  it  escape  the  sweeping  assertion 
of  the  preacher ;  for  behold,  it  is  no  longer  vanity.  _^^ 
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HAVE  had  a  pleasant  ramMe,  and  enjoyment 
prompts  my  wanton  pen.  What  a  difference 
between  the  sultry  slnggish  air  of  the  connting- 
hoase^  and  the  e<x)Iing  gi'atefal  breeze  from  our 
bright  river  I  Often  have  I  fancied  tiiat  I  met 
it,  like  a  strange  and  bewildei*ed 
wanderer,  straggling  to  find  it8 
way  thj'ough  the  close  dusty  streets. 
I  would  feel  a  refreshing  puff  upon  my  face,  but  ere  I  had 
time  to  catch  a  single  inspiration,  'twould  be  gone,  com- 
pletely lost  in  the  choking  pent-up  atmosphere,  that  rots 
within  our  city  and  its  suburbs. 

I  am  yery  fond  of  ships.  In  days  not  very  far  "Lang 
Syne,"  one  of  my  most  valued  playthings,  was  a  miniature 
ship,  ingeniously  constructed  with  a  leaden  keel.  Often 
did  I  wade  through  mud-puddles,  after  my  little  boat; 
which,  though  but  a  toy,  and  perhaps  sailing  in  a  wash-tub, 
I  look^  upon  as  '       » 

'*A  fflitt«rinr  ship  that  hath  the  plain         -  "'"<tt 

■     "' .  Of  ooean  for  her  own  domain  {"  '*■ 

And  on  board  of  which  I  had  hair-breadth  escapes  innumer- 
able^ from  long  low  polacres,  and  rakish  privateers ;  but  I 
waa  not  always  the  "chase"  for  the  glory  of  our  country, 
and  the  honor  of  that  country's  meteor  flag.  I  had  the 
satisfaction  of  soundly  drubbing,  in  many  exciting  engage- 
ments, and  finally  capturing  a  certain  "Paul  Jones,"  who 
much  troubled  my  budding  ^atriotiim ;  inasmuch  as  he  had 
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(vide  the  ap^x^ndix  to  an  Amcncan  edition  ot  Wulkcr'8  Dic- 
tionai'y)  ft-cquontly,  with  half  the  weight  of  metal,  half  the 
men,  and  deepito  the  most  adven>e  windB,  and  ail  other  buch 
considerationH,  succeeded  in  hauling  down  our  proud  flag, 
even  on  its  own  imperial  Heas.  We  had  martial  law  in  those 
days ;  and  be  sure,  I  never,  saw  as  much  giacc  and  elegance 
in  the  varying  motion  of  the  yai-d  ai  m  of  my  little  ship,  fcs 
I  did  when  my  hated  enemy  depended  therefrom.  But  I 
mubt  close  the  gute.s,  or  the  stream  of  memory  will  whelm 
me  in  its  rubhing  flow. 

Broad  rivers  have  abiupt  turnings,  just  like  little  rills;  so 
also,  doth  the  strange  metaphysical  faculty  of  thought, 
whethei'  in  a  small  or  great  mind,  abruptly  change  itu  tour. 
Thus  justified,  I  am  again  in  the  present,  and  strolling  along 
our  whai*ve8.  I  amuse  myself  by  comparing  the  build  and 
rigging  of  the  different  vessels  in  fjont ;  and  althbugh  a 
mere  land  lubber,  unable  to  see  either  as  a  seaman  or  ship- 
builder, I  connot  fail  to  notice  a  giant  form  and  strength  in 
their  blackened  hulls.  And  when  my  eye  follows  the  grace- 
ful, airy  coi-dage,  from  the  staunch  bulwaiks  to  the  summits 
of  the  towering  masts,  a  clear  sense  of  Ilogaith's  line  of 
beauty  fills  my  mind.  No  matter  how  much  begrimmed 
with  tar,or  how  funei  al  its  color,  a  beautiful  thing  is  a  ship. 
And  evejy  one  that  lies  along  the  dock,  the  trim  bi-ig  frond 
the  Indies,  as  well  as  the  dignified  three-mast  vessel  hailing 
from  some  noted  port  far  across  the  sea,  all  are  j-ich  in  pleas- 
ant and  stirring  associations.  How  many  sunny  seas  havo 
they  sailed  through ;  and  again,  how  often  has  their  canvass 
been  torn  to  shreds,  and  their  stately  masts  made  to  bend, 
like  wands,  before  the  storm  king's  power.  Here  is  one 
▼eiy  much  shattered,  her  figure-head  earned  away,  doubt- 
less in  some  fierce  conflict  with  the  treaoheroos  deep,  wm 
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ttifely  mooi'ed  in  n  peaceful  havon  ;  she  is  gently  ^bobbing 
up  And  down,  as  if  in  sympathy  with  the  fVill  pulsations  of 
the  noble  8ti*6am  on  which  she  restn.  The  little  wavo9 
lipple  laughingly  along  th(»e  stuixly  Hides,  whei*e  once  the 
mountain  billow  lashed  itself  to  foam ;  the  masts  are  bare 
and  naked,  aa  when  she  lay  rocked 

"In  the  oradlc  of  the  rude  imperioaA  iiurf •  ;*' 

Or  when, 

"In  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 
Who  takes  the  ruffla  i  billows  by  the'r  tops, 
Cnrling  their  monstrous  be  ids,  and  h-inciitfl:  them 
With  deaf'ning  el:ini'>r9  in  ihe  slippery  olotil''," 

nhe  sped  before  the  driving  gale,   her  groaning  timbei's 
throbbing  with  energetic  life. 

But  there  is  a  bhip  in  motion  ;  a  pretty  name  too,  iha 
"Sunrise,"  with  her  bow  tu:ned  eaistward,  (how  fitting!) 
ahe  is  clearing  the  port.  There  is  danger  on  the  sea,  but 
no  evidence  of  fear  with  her;  the  gay  pennon  that  iluttei's 
from  her  mast,  appears  the  very  personification  of  that  dar- 
ing hope,  which  is  bo  repeatedly  successful.  I  hold  no  Bills 
of  Lading  from  her  captain,  yet  am  I  inteiested.  Whither 
away,  thou  ship  ?  'Tis  a  startling  question.  Ask  whither 
away!  < 
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HERE  iuxj  few  current  phi-nsod  which  wi[!>  find 
moi-e  difficult  of  aatisfaetoiy  comprehension  thfttt 
oui*  caption:  It  m  conventionally  applied'  to 
rivet  BO  many  diverse  conclusions  in  our  political, 
Hocial  and  rcligioufl  con tix>ver8ie*,  that  to  fix  Hh 
place  and  estimate  its  value,  in  a  most  embai- 
^lassing  task,  perhaps  n^it  unlike  the  difficulty 
experienced  dy  the  swineherd  who  would  have 
numbered  the  youngling  of  his  drove  incessantly 
upon  the  move,  but  gave  up  in  despair  because  there  was  u 
little  speckle*;!  one  who  was  in  and  out  and  round  about  t-o 
much  he  could  not  count  him. 

Of  the  multitude  of  derogatory  phrasoH  and  absui-d  nick 
names  which  pass,  into  cii-culation  daily,  but  a  small  pro- 
portion accomplish  a  lengthened  existence,  because  the/v 
must  be  a'propriety  and  fitness  of  the  words,  to  the  tbiBg**, 
that  shall  be  unmistakeable  to  thecommoneutor  mostsupjpr- 
ticial  observer,'  r...  •.;  ;  n* 

^  ,  When  a  name  clings  enduringly  Jto  a  siect  or  party;  Mro 
may  be  satisfied,  Juliet  to  the  contraiy  notwithstlmdin^, 
that  there  is  something  in  a  name,  although  what  t'lat 
something  is  our  philosophy  may  but  vainly  attempt  to  dis- 
cover or  determine.  The  requii^  conditions  it  wou'id 
ap|KMir  have  been  compiled  with  in  thephrai^e,  "Men  of  One 
Idea,"  for  it  has  lived  long,  and  shows  as  yet  no  symptoms 
of  decay.  For  our  finst  inti"oduction  to  the  term  we  are  in 
iiobtod  to  a  school  of  modem  social  rcfoimoi-s  wiiose  elabor- 
jito  dispositions  upon  the  evils  sp'rihging  dii'ectiy  from 
di'inking  curitoms  of  society,  were  not  onlj*  zt^alous  and  con- 
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tinnon:?.  but  abiiolutely  intrusive;  originally  sclectod  fi-oni 
their  peculiar  technology,  it  promises  to  abide  with  them, 
recklees  aliUe  of  denunoiatoiy  rhetoiic  or  sai-castical  objur- 
p;ation.  Teetotalei-s  object  to  and  are  annoyed  by  its  use  , 
it  is  to  tJKm  a  waspish  irritation,  the  more  so  because  they 
Jcnow  ■They  nui-sed  the  j^i^iyn  that  impelled  the  steel." 

But  may  we  not  enquii-e  if  :tbis  feeling  of  vexation  and 
(Uspleasure,  does  not  spring  as  mueli  from  a  morbid  sensitive- 
ness to  satrical  intent,  as  to  tlie  sati/e  itself?  We  believe 
it  can  be  so  proven  ;  nor  are  teetotalers  the  only  persons 
who  flinch  at  the  sound  of  some  di'oadful  name.  We  all 
know  how  soothering  Dan  O'Connell  vanquished  tl»e  chatter- 
ing Qhai-woman  with  the  sonoi-ous  nomendatuie  of  Geome- 
tiy.  Although  victory  pe.ched  upon  the  helm  of  the  spir- 
ite<i  virago,  whose  onslaught  was  fierce  and  terrible  as  the 
charge  of  the  liight  Bj  igado  at  Baiaklava,  Dan's  big  guns 
.were  too  miich  for  her;  the  bravery  of  mortals  may  thunder 

^..  •  "Into  the  j.iwa  of deAth 

*'^'  Up  to  the  gates  of  Hell," 

But  beyond  t1jat,~tid-^and  so  the  Batavians  fed  valor  of  the 

vixen  palod  in  teiTor  and  dismay  before  tho  weii-d  weapofjs 

ofmyster3\     Stich  Oncountei'S  as  those  ai«   moi-e  frequent 

•..  ti^^i  vvo  could  fancy, until  duecting  attention  to  thorn.  Some 

-ponderous   Docto.v .  of  pjyinity,  Medicine  or  Law,   whQ{.o 

f  .Ijgai'niflg  and  pretension  thereto  tiear  the  ratio  of  FalstafF's 

J.  bread  and  sack,  will  foreclose  discu^ion  and  silence  his 

_j«<>jmmon  sense  advei-sary  with  a  high  sounding  pi-ofossional 

••^hnioality ;  for,  and  we  write  it  with  pain,  the  represeota- 

"ti^iJias  of  the  learned  p:  ofep«*ipn3  d«  stoop  to  betray  the  honor 

^f  a  gontlcman  which  is  always  the  heritage  of  scholar  by  a 

.jSulTt^rfuge  $o  wholly\unworthy  and  unbecoming.  ^, 

■>>•    Il^uchstonp.with   jiliijplit^ble  addi^ss  pursues  a   similar 
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course  with  Ms  sweetheart — the  Blather  Audrey — ^nntll  the 
poor  weneh  in  her  almost  abaolate  ignorance,  ia  dnven  to 
the  wall  by  rhetorical  jNinfi  as  senM  subdaing  as  .a  learned 
pedants,  freshly  eoined  Gi«ek,  and  as  she  cannot  understand, 
there  comes  a  vague  fear  that  it  is  bad,  and  the  natural 
query — Is  it  sin  ?  The  shadowy  and  undefined  ever  excites 
apprehenbions  of  evil;  we  remember  coming  home  from  our 
books  to  a  first  love;  ei>e  the  indications  of  adolescence  wA>e 
visible  on  our  face,  we  loved,  and  were  beloved, — "Happy 
day," — she  had  improved  so  much  in  physique  we  saw  at  a 
glance,  (how  rapidly  little  giils  do  blush  into  womanhood,) 
but  then  her  knowledge  was  limited,  her  coui-se  of  reading 
confined  to  tlie  Sunday  }>chool  library  of  a  country  village, 
while  we  were  fixsj-h  from  a  passable  examinatioti  with  all 
ittjutt^jndant  and  lepulnveboy  mnnliness. — Polly,  O  Ciell 
whut  a  n«MK3 — Pietty  Polly — Panot  Polly,  Poll ;  just  think 
of  such  a  name  for  a  canzonet  in  the  Clio  or  Palladium ;  it 
would  be  wo.  se  than  Goidy^s  epitaph  in  English — an  un- 
heaixl  of  atrocity. — Now  Polly  was  at  least  in  our  eyes  a 
classical  divinity —  ^ .       , 

"..  '    ^'  -  ,-     »»Adauithf«rof  the  Gods  divinely  Ull  .-.^  ^,^ 

And  moct  dmnely  fair" 

And  we  determined  she  should  have  a  Greek  or  Latin 
name,  and  an  appropriate  one  too, — of  course  Graee  was  in 
all  her  steps,  she  was  the  poetiy  of  motion  embodied — we 
called  her  Tei-psichoi^e.  At  such  baptism  her  fiice  paled 
with  emotion,  and  wo  saw  by  the  back  of  her  hand,  that  sho 
bad  never  conned  Lempitero,  and  what  right  had  we  to  in' 
•alt  her  with  our  scholastic  gammon  and  pedantiy. — PerM 
'the  title  was  unobjectionable,  had  its  birth  in  good  intentions 
and  was  designed  to  convey  a  handsome  and  appropriate 
oesapltment;  b«t  because  vague  and   inoomprelseaMUe,  its 
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reanlt  was  the  reverse  of  its  purpose,  and  the  witness  who 
could  apprei'iate  its  aesthetic  propiiety,  would  be  compeHed 
ta  admit  that  it  was,  at  least  praticallj  malapropos. 

It  appears  therefore  that  there  are  cii*cumstancee  und«r 
which  it  is  unwise  or  injudicious  to  call  things  by  their 
proper  nanies^  and  in  brief  we  believe  such  circumstances 
will  govern  for  all  time  to  come. — Why  a  significant  title 
should  be  awaixled  or  rejected  as  a  term  of  contmnely  or  re- 
proach is  unaccountable,  save  upon  the  hypothesis  of  ignor- 
ance, in  which  case,  alike  by  those  who  tender,  and  those 
who  reject,  it  is  indeed  a  taion  appropriate  and  humiliatory. 
Having  dai^  this  much,  we  would  do  more,  and  confess  to 
an  ardent  longing  for  the  time  when  there  shall  be  mora 
'^men  of  one  idea."  As  the  man  who  has  a  home  howevor 
humble,  better  fultiUs  the  requirements  of  social  life  and  the 
de.iign  of  the  Creator,  than  the  cosmopolite — so  is  the  man 
of  one  idea,  which  is  always  a  fixed  purpose,  bettor  than  he 
of  a  multitude,  without  a  characteristic*  Of  the  first,  having 
a  home,  he  holds,  inhabits,  and  consequently  adorns  and 
beautifies  it  to  the  extent  of  his  skill  and  ability ;  fixed  in 
its  place  it  grows  day  by  day  more  wealthy  in  all  that  is 
worthy  i  for  the  tendoooy  of  all  growth  is  towards  perfec- 
tion, and  is  it  not  to  such  conditions,  habit  and  culturo,  that 
we  are  indebted  tbr  excellence  in  all  our  pursuits  ?  A  like 
argument  holds  good  of  the  second, — because  to  have  a  hobby 
is  an  unmistakable  evidence  of  sincerity  of  faith  and  settled 
Opinidn, — the  grand  arbitters  of  success,  and  for  the  want  of 
which  "the  besl  laid  scheques  o*  mice  and  men  gang  alt 
aglee."  Shifting  and  vaHablo  as  the  winds,  restless  and 
fiuctuatihg  as  our  fancies  and  passions, — stable  opinions, 
only  the  I'esult  of  deliberate  and  thorough  conviction,  may 
not  be  looked  for  until  in  our  investigations  of  the  problem- 
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atical  we  approximate  more  clocoly  to  the  habitH  of  thomefi 
of  one  idea.  We  have  yet  to  leai*n  that  the  honesty  wo  par- 
ade before  the  world  as  our  highest  recommendation  in  com- 
mercial matters,  is,  in  matters  of  opinion,  the  policy  of  ourself 
to  ourself; — we  are  tired  of  nomadic  thought,  ever  on  the  aU 
ertfor  the  newcontroveriy  which  isduly  prese  ited  and  only 
discussed  for  amusement  sake,  and  of  which  we  shall  hea:* 
no  more,  nor  feel  its  influence  to-morrow,  thus  frittering 
away  time  and  thought  fruitleisly  because  we  bring  our 
efforts  to  no  settled  conchisidn.  This  careless  method  of 
reasoning  is  extremely  hasardous  in  the  present,  and  will 
eventually  strand  us  upon  the  shoals  of  error;  our  opinions 
are  protean, — ^tbe  clM^raoteritttic  is  merged  in  the  vague, 
until  s«lf  knowledge  the  highest  power  of  the  individual,  is 
lost  in  the  mazes  of  doubt  and  uncertainty.  In  politics  as  in 
religion,  and  indeed  evei-ything  else  requiiing  honesty  of 
reseai'ch,  and  integrity  of  purpose,  the  man  or  men  we 
know  t<Hlay  as  the  occupants  of  some  chosen  locality  will 
be  elsewhere  to-moiTOw,  leaving  no  trace  of  past  possession  ; 
what  was  significant  prai(!«  of  a  man's  varied  accomplish- 
ments in  days  gone  by,  may  now  be  applied  to  any  othei- 
man  a6  tinily  descnptive  of  his  varied  principles  : 

•  i  "H*»  SMsmed  to  bo— ——  v.,„i 

Not  one  but  all  mankind'H  epitome." 

Theoiising  incessantly,  in tei  prating  never,  he  will  not 
await  fulfilment  of  his  auguric;*,  which  would  surely  come 
wherever  "Thought  hath  wedded  fact'' — but  embarks  ill 
pursuit  of  a  new  idea.  Thii^  new  idea  may  be  better  than 
the  olden  one  'tis  true,  but  the  chapceti  are  much  more  thap 
equal  that  it  may  be  woi-se.— In  religion  the  same  want  of 
thorough  conviction  and  its  attendant  desire  for  change  is 
appai'ent ;  men  leave  one  chui>ch  on  account  of  its  approxi- 
mation in  form  or  feature  to  some  other  dreaded  one;  an  old 


•  >i,i^ 


HIEN    or  ONt  IDlA. 


163 


m 

lof 
is 

lid 


idea,  thonce  mn  thro'  all  the  new  ideas,  yet  fail  to  find  a 
resting  places  and  the  new  idea  of  the  day  generally  hurls 
them  headlong  into  the  very  jaws  from  whence  they  fled. 
The  ooDservative  is  sacriiioed  at  the  shrine  of  reform  or 
innovation,  a  dead  idol  blasphemously  deified  as  the  spirit 
of  progress.  Prating  of  liberty  and  gi«at  achievement,  we 
^1  the  heavens  with  acclaim,  while  Freedom  from  her 
starry  height  looks  down  upon  us  with  painful  pity — in  all 
her  cotuiNois 


"Tnroinf  to  mmm,  wifh  l!p«  dWino, 
Tb«  failMbood  of  •xtreniet.*' 


^C 


There  is  a  fickleness  of  purpose  evident  in  all  undertak- 
ings which  is  but  the  natural  result  of  indefinite  reasoning 
and  hastily  adopted  conclusions,  and  this  in  itself  is  fatal  to 
any  great  achievement  To  be  successful,  we  must  be  sin- 
<'we;  to  vanquish  we  must  be  vigilant  and  vigorous;  but  to 
reap  the  aftermath  of  victory  is  only  vouehsaA)d  to  the 
man  of  patient  travail  and  unweaiied  perseverance.  In 
short  the  roan  of  one  idea,  who  pui'8ue<«  his  purpose  regard- 
less of  disturbing  influences,  and  like  a  blood  hound  once 
upon  the  scent,  may  not  be  diverted  or  beguiled  from  his 
course.  The  achievnients  of  all  time  have  flowed  directly 
fi*om  such  agents,  just  as  wealth  is  the  offspring  of  industry 
and  economy — although  a  chance  ticket  in  a  lottery  may 
produce  a  like  result 

We  vnlue  the  man  of  one  idea  because  their  oonvictionti 
are  sincere,  and  when  a  man^s  hobby  is  a  noble  and  praise- 
worthy  one,  we  delight  to  see  him  ventilate  it  thoroughly ; 
but  his  idea  must  tend  to  the  useful,  as  well  as  the  oma- 
mentnl — to  the  coiTOction  of  error  as  welt  as  the  elucidation 
of  truth — in  sho.t  to  the  exti:'pation  of  vice,  and  the  propa- 
1^  .tion  of  \irtuo.    Wc  m.iy  gi-ow  woaiy  of  the  love  poems  frf' 
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VoeiMten,  and  the  reiterated  wittictsms  of  a  woald  be  pttti' 
gent  preas,  bat  we  do  not  weary  of  In  Memoriam,  because 
to  read  it  is  to  grow  greater,  nobler  than  before;  and  the 
author  gives  us  a  valid  reason  for  prolonging  his  raagniti' 
cent  epioediam : 

"Bfihold  jrc  tpeAlt  *q  idlH  thintf ; 

^^^    <«i  ,'-'     -  ■  T«  n«T«r  know  the  iiMiwd  duit }  .  .         - 

I  do  bnt  linf  beoaas*  I  ma*t. 
AndpipebtttMtbttUniMtailntf.''       "    "  -i   <-;-''' 

We  are  not  apt  to  weary  of  a  Wilberforce  or  his  confrere^ 
in  their  denonoiations  of  human  slavery,— -nor  do  wo  show 
impatience  at  the  persistent  ex  catfaedras  of  Jno.  B.  Gough 
from  his  platform  of  one  idea — because  his  purpose  is  wine 
with  heavenly  wisdom,  his  motives,  pure  and  incojTupt,  are 
worthy  of  pur  lughest  I'evei'ence.  •  Florence  Nightingale 
went  forth  the  benign  evangal  of  one  idea.  In  the  Crimea 
the  mangled  hei-oes  kissed  her  t>hadow  as  she  p2M$sed,  and  lo ! 
her  sex  has  given  thousands  of  worthy  succossoi-s  to  the 
camage  covered  fields  of  America.  Is  the  phrase  a  re- 
proach?  Howard  remembered  the  forgotten!  He  yet 
lives  in  the  world's,  memoiy.  If  the  man  of  one  idea  livee 
to  do  justly,  love  mei*oy,  and  walk  humbly  with  his  God. 
he  is  as  far  in  advance  of  his  critic  of  a  multitude  of  idea« 
as  eteraity  to  time. 
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AN  £S8AT   ON   BA7ARD   TAYLOR'S  POEM  OF 

"the  QUAKXa  WIDOW." 

0— 

O  get  away  from  th«  hurry  and  ruah,  the 
diu  and  ceaieeless  activity  of  great  commer- 
cial martB,  is  to  learn  how  intimate  is  the  re- 
lationship of  recreation  and  rest'— that  the 
tboroughfai^es  we  traverse  in  the  city,  in  poi*- 
"suit  of  pleasure,  are  foreign  lines,  tangential  to 
the  periphery  of  well  oixlered  life.  We  invent 
pleat>ure!4,  as  we  do  economic  machinery, 
^and  patent  them,  but  they  fail  to  furnish  us 
with  happiness ;  they  are  at  best  hot  mere 
antomata,  and  while  cherishing  the  toy,  we  vain- 
ly worship  Gods  flashioned  by  our  own  hands,  to  the  neglect 
of  one  Creator,  "in  whose  pi-esence  is  fulness  of  joy,  at 
whose  light  hand  there  aie  pleasures  forevermoi-e,"  Nor 
is  it  necesifaijr  ^e  should  wait  for  the  consumation  of  all 
things  that  we  may  ei^oy  these  pleasures.  It  is  sufficient  that 
we  I'emove  ourselves  from  the  arena  where  mammon  toils, 
ambition  intiiguos,  and  selfishness  holds  undisputed  sway. 
To  enjoy  ourselves  heailily,  we  must  discard  the  artificial 
for  the  true,  and  foi'sake  the  couveuticles  of  f^hion  for  the 
temples  of  nature.  An  atmosphere  of  truth  is  as  essential 
to  our  intellectual  existence  and  enjoyments,  as  pure  air  is 
to  physical  life.  Whether  in  cities  closely  pent  or  compar- 
atively isolated  on  the  wide  campaign,  we  can  only  attain 
<o  our  maximum  ot  happiness,  in  an  element  of  veracity. 
The  truthfulness  of  a  picture,  poi'trait,  landscape,  battle 
piece,  or  what  it  may,  will  more  surely  secure  our  admira- 
tion, than  its  finish  and  ornament.     But  our  tastes  under 
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an  injudicious  course  of  training  have  become  so  fastidiouH 
and  perverted,  that  even  Truth  must  be  garbed  and  draped 
in  the  prevailing  style  to  make  it  presentable — the  manner 
of  thus  clothing  its  color  und  texture  are  so  various  that  we 
requii-e  the  pitictised  eye  and  individuality  of  experts,  to  re- 
eognize  it  In  its  manifold  mutations  of  dress. 

Like  a  change  from  the  dosty  and  h«ated  streets  of  tho 
thronged  eity  to  the  cool  shades  of  quiet  groves,  ^place» 
that  pale  fashion  loves/'  is  it  to  meet  with  sueh  a  poem  ai^ 
Bayaixl  Taylor  has  given  us  under  the  title  of  the  ''Quaker 
Widow."  It  is  an  escape  fiom  the  sensational  pleasure 
grounds  and  fkshionable  promenades  of  the  literary  dillc- 
tanti  to  fresh  fields  and  pastures  new  where  flowery  meads 
fend  balmy  airs  and  waving  woods  invite  us  to  eontempla- 
tive  companionship,  filling  the  mind  with  freshening 
.thoughts  or  wooing  the  wearied  and  languid  spirits  to  sweet 
repose.  What  a  suggestive  text  it  is  ?  a  subject  so  opulent 
of  goodness  and  ti'uth,  and  patient  sorrow,  silently  subdued 
by  faith  in  the  unseen — so  simrple  and  so  plain — the  nude 
figure  of  Godvia  "clothed  on  with  chastity,"  needing  no 
ornamentation,  no  tricks  of  fancy  or  puerile  conceits  as  em- 
bellishments ;  in  ita  native  integrity  to  heaven,  pure  almost 
as  angels  aie;  in  its  responsibility  to  «arth,  faultless,  and 
meriting  the  master's  woixia,  ^well  done.** 

Have  we  not  seen  a  maiden — die  bride,  -See  WBaatnow 
a  woman — the  wife.  The  first  with  Apnl  violets  or  a  single 
white  camelia  on  her  bi*own  hair — the  second  with  a  knot 
of  odoi'ous  geranium,  mignonette  and  pui*ple  pansies,  trust- 
ful and  sacred  as  love's  troth,  in  her  plighted  hand.  What 
or  who  is  he,  among  that  tiibe  of  Bohemians  who  lead  a  life 
of  single  wretchedness,  would  fear  to  work  out  his  natural 
destiny  at  the  altar  with  auch  a  woman  as  she  ?      Would 
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thut  there  wore  moi'e  such.  Wooing  with  the  purpose  to 
wed,  woifld  then  he  the  rule  instead  of  the  exception,  to  the 
manifest  benefit  of  humankind.  Ooelebs  are  numberless. 
And  why  ?  Let  our  strong  minded  women  answer.  If  it 
be  not,  that  without  wealth  they  ai-e  unsuited  to  the  mati'i- 
monial  maiket — well  enough  to  flirt  with  mayhap,  but  un- 
fit to  wed.  Money  is  the  chief  qualification,  and  bo  we  warp 
all  our  emotions  into  subjection,  and  utilise  all  cur  time 
and  thoughts  in  the  one  sordid  purauit,  while  the  crinoline 
of  old  muidendom  increases  its  ample  vei'ge,  and  threatens 
to  fill  the  earth.  We  would  not  decry  old  maids.  In  life 
there  ai'e  positions  suitable  to  their  condition,  and  which 
they  can  better  fill  than  any  one  else.  But  unfortunately 
the  avenues  thereto  are  well  nigh  blockaded  with  the  multi- 
tude of  applicants.  We  will  leave  this  subject  with  that 
half  ui^exed  sex,  who  have  taken  it  under  their  peculiar 
care. 

Eeturn  we  pleasantly  to  our  demure  little  Quakeress, 
**who  would  blush  when  he  came  near."  Well,  "the  eourse 
of  true  love  never  did  r\\n  smooth."  There  was  a  skeleton 
in  her  father's  house — a  darkening  shadow  on  her  path. 
But  the  question  of  woalth  was  not  the  fcource  of  this  feeling 
of  uneasiness  and  dread.  The  painful  piocess  of  self-exami- 
nation— the  trial  of  the  spirit,  that  told  her  she  should  go, 
lest  her  desire  had  unhappily  missinterpreted  the  words — 
the  deep  concern  of  her  father,  too,  would  c^use  her  to  ana 
heii»elf  for  the  8o;e  trial,  should  his  decision  prove  advei'se 
to  her  wishes.  But  when  tho  mother  appeals  so  fervently, 
"The  Lord  incline  thee  to  the  right,''  the  suifocating  sense  of 
paiD  18  half  removed  and  w«  are  prepared  for  his  reply. 
JTor  wonder  that  she  wept,  when  it  was  given : 

"Indeed,  t'wM  not  the  leait  of  «hoekf>, 
For  Benjamin  was  Hieksit^,  And  Father  orthodox." 
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We  will  give  the  widow's  recollection  of  "the  «urainei' 
time  that  was"  in  her  own  woixia  to  her  single  hearted 
friend  Hannah,  who  could  so  keenly  sympathine  with  her 
feeling  sentiments,  for  she  "too  had  been  a  wife :" 

"Come  sit  thee  down,  hera  in  the  bench  where  Benja- 
min woald  sit, 

On  Firstday  afternoon  in  spring,  and  watch   the  swaL- . 
lows  flit ; 

He  loved  to  smell   the  spi'outing  box,  and  hear  the 
pleasant  bees, 

Go  humming  round  the  lilacs,  and  through  the  apple 
trees.  :': 

I  think  he  loved  the  Spring,  not  that  he  cai'ed  £;«> 
flowei^,  most  men 

Think  such  things  foolishness, — but  we  were  fii'st  ac- 
quainted then. 

One  Spring ;  the  next  he  spoke  his  mind ;   the  next  I 
was  his  wife, 

*And  in  the  Spring,  it  happened  so,  our  children  enter- 
ed life. 

He  was  bat  seventy-five,  I  did  not  think  to  lay  him  yet 

In  Kennet  graveyard,  whei^e  at  monthly  meeting  first 
we  met ; 

The  Father's  mercy  shows  in  this,  'tis  better  I  should 
be 

Picked  out  to  bear  the  heavy  cross  alone  in  age,  than 
he." 

The  unapproachable  Shakspeare  only  conld  pen  a  better 
homily  on  human  love  than  this — a  love  that  leads  ns  as  if 
by  a  pathway  of  enchantment  to  the  temple  of  truth,  but  in- 
to which  no  lover  may  enter  mstil  his  affections  are  purged 
from  all  the  grosser  paasiocal  attractions,  and  pm*ified^  and 
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perfVimod  in  the  courts  of  virtue.  The  Hpring«tirae  is  verj- 
beantiful,  with  itn  sprouting  leuven  and  buds  of  promise  open- 
ing  80  hopefully  in  obe<iienee  to  the  season's  iaw ;  at  all 
times  v»>ry  grateful  to  us,  it  is  here,  apai't  from  its  own  love- 
liness, invested  with  another  ebnim,  and  sanctitied  to  mem- 
ory— 

"What  a  delectable  histoiy  hath  this  nameless  widow.  The 
plain  nnvarnidho<i  reeoi-d  of  a  eommonpla<.*e  life — but  what 
a  life? — animate  with  innocence,  irradiated  with  benison 
and  chaiity,  and  supernal  with  benign  holiness  and  love; 
cliugint;  to  earth — for  to  the  pure  ull  things  are  puj-e— and 
this  earth  is  wonderous  fair  and  beautiful  to  such  as  she — 
yet  failing  not  to  remember  the  legitimate  objects  of  a  mo- 
ther's fond  att'ection. 

"For  Benjamin  hath  two  in  Heaven,  while  two  are  left  with  me." 

In  our  rc\jci  cnt  record,  we  would  name  her  Naomi,  for 
very  pleawant  have  been  our  musings  of  her, — but  shall  we? 
No !  for  the  Lord  hath  dealt  very  bitterly  with  her ;  she  is 
a  widow, — and  Marah  is  the  title  of  most  apt  signiticance^ 
but  not  the  title  she  solicits  or  the  poet  awards.  We  leave 
it  as  it  is.  A  name  would  neithei-  contribute  to,  nordetraet 
the  eneffable  fragrance  of  her  pei*8onality. — Enough  ^or  ws 
to  know  that  she  is  indeed  a  daughter  of  consolation ;  of  the 
same  parentage,  we  claim  her  as  of  our  kith  and  kin ;  and 
although  the  relationship  be  somewhat  lemote,  there  is 
pleasure  in  the  pretension.  Besides,  is  it  not  of  our  ci-ed- 
enda,  that  "one  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin ;" 
and  in  her  unassuming  character  how  manifold  are  these 
touches  of  nature,  and  how  true.  Let  us  seek  her  better 
acquaintance,  her  presence  and  her  soothing  woitis.  Our 
words  may,  and  should  be  few. — We  will  take  her  by  the 
hand,  and  in  its  return  pressure  we  will  learn  that  life  is  a 
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precioas  boon — is  veiy  good — and  that  men  and  women 
may  be,  and  are,  good  too.  But  atay  u  moment  for  the 
poet  Wordsworth's  words  of  caution  and  advice : 

"Ton  muit  love  her,  era  to  yoa  ebe  thull  »eem  worthy  of  your  lore." 

We  do  not  intrude  too  early  upon  her  lonely  grief,  lor 
days  if  not  weeks  or  months,  have  elapsed  since  the  staid 
fVineral  procession  passed  out  through  the  front  gate  of  the 
tidy  gai-den,  bearing  with  it  the  body  of  hei*  Benjamin^  the 
widow's  strong  right  hand — bruised  not  broken ;  for  her 
;^ty  years  of  wedded  lifiB,  doubtless  with  its  many  cares 
And  frets,  only  to  be  overcome  by  rigid  self-denial  and  saint- 
ly patience,  have  passed  like  one  long  day — a  quiet  sabbath 
of  the  heart.  Yes,  biuised  not  broken — for  memory  dies 
not,  and  grief  is  sweetened  with  many  happy  i  emerabran- 
ces.  Surely  there  is  comfort  and  stjcngth  to  bo  gathei*ed 
by  retrospection,  and  she  is  a  diligent  seeker  of  those  sweets 
— in  her  own  words :  , 

"And  as  we  briDg  from  meeting-time,  a  sweet  oontentmeut  home, 
So,  Hannah,  I  have  store  of  peace  for  all  the  days  to  oome." 

Happy  indeed  are  they  whose  experience  of  life  is  rich 
enough  to  furnish  such  rare  wealth — an  immutable  treasure 
of  joy'vested  securely  in  its  possessor,  which  the  world  can- 
not give,  neither  take  away.  Would  that  the  devotees  who 
worship  at  the  shrine  of  fashionable  belles,  might  get  know- 
ledge and  undei*6tanding  from  a  narration  of  the  Quakcjt 
widow's  love.  She  too  has  been  admired,  and  wouki  have 
added  to  the  graces  of  a  meek  and  gentle  epirit  the  outward 
adoiiiings  of  dress  and  plaiting  of  hair  and  wearing  of  gold, 
or  putting  on  of  apparel  and  fineiy.  Vanity  and  selfishness, 
however,  can  have  but  a  brief  tenure  of  existence  in  thai 
atmosphere  aromatic  of  truth  and  tenderness  which  brooc^^ 
BO  pensively  ai'ound  the  Quaker's  simple  home.     How  art- 
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Imi  18  the  candid  confedsian  of  her  innocent  vanity  : 

"Would  thee  beliere  itr  HAnnah.  onoe  I  felt  temptation  niffh ;        "  ^ 
My  weddinrrnwn  was  :iiiben  aiik,  too  tiokple  for  xncf  taate* 
1  wanted  lace  umitDd  the  .ook  and  a  ribbon  at  the  waiit." 

How  nnieh  cloeei-  this  lecital  bri ngH  as  to  the  objoct  of 
our  lovo.  The  little  qutikeresM  is  mortal,  fatfbioned  like  aa 
we  are,  and  herein  is  the  chief  secret  of  her  facination. 
This  trait  casU  upon  her  the  full  splendor  of  meridian  ann- 
tbine  but  to  reveal  her  wonderous  83rmnietry  of  figure  and 
feature — to  exhibit  the  bride  sensitive  and,unxious  to  please, 
but  whom  ?  The  one — the  bat  belwed  of  her  heart,  but  let 
us  I'ead  on: 

**How  strange  it  neeawd  to  tit  with  him,  upon  tL*  women's  side*. 
•     I  did  not  dare  to  lift  my  eyes,  I  felt  more  fear  than  pride, 
*      Till  *Mn  the  presience  of  the  r.K)rd"  he  said,  and  then  there  came 

A  holy  strenrtb  upon  my  Isetirt,  and  I  ooald  say  the  same. 

"We  were  first  acquainted  then." 

And  what  a  prolific  source  of  happiness  it  becomes  there- 
by. When  the  streams  begin  to  chatter  to  the  pebblee, 
and  the  south  wind  blows  upon  the  garden,  and  the  drowsy 
god  of  day  awakens  to  animation  and  flames  higher  and  yet 
higher  towards  the  zenith,  and  the  swallow  twitters  in  the 
eaves,  and  pi*omise  and  fulfilment  walk  hand  in  hand.  And 
with  them  comes  a  train  of  recollections  so  rich  with  pleas- 
ant hopes  and  fond  imaginings, — the  monthly  meeting  with 
its  substantial  passions,  and  exalted  hopes,  and  a  first  love 
— a  Benjamin  j  and  then  the  "Come  unto  my  bosom  love, 
like  a  whito  and  shining  dream ;"  and  now  the  crowning 
joy,  there  comes  the  little  daughter  Buth.  So  all  things 
are  fnlifilled.  Meet  is  it  she  should  thus  be  heralded  by  '^all 
things  that  fail  est  be" — the  first  bona,  who  was  with  the 
winning  ways  of  innocence  to  transform  an  abiding  place 
into  a  home — daughter  Buth — standing  at  the  gates,  the 
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heritage  of  home'H  uffections,  and  in   her  presence,  1/    »Vii 
young  dream  is  sanctified.  - 

Of  the  merits  of  this  brief  poem  as  a  ))Ootical  composition, 
we  have  as  yet  said  nothing,  although  we  consider  it  a 
brochure  of  much  literaiy  excellence.  Byron  eays  that 
''Critics  fJl  are  ready  made,"  and  we  accept  his  dicta  most 
cnhcbita^Jngly ;  for  we  are  not  of  the  tiibe.  But  this  much 
we  will  venture  to  say,-— that  a  poem  which  prompts  us 
wifh  lall  readiness  of  mind  to  accept  a  belief  in  „he  existence 
of  so  much  virtue,  in  a  world  where  we  see  so  much  t^in,  is 
surely  destined  to  live  long  and  with  a  beneficial  tendency. 
If  it  be  not  a  great  poem,  it  at  least  pos«8es^e8  one  of  the  le- 
quisites  of  greatness — it  is  good.  The  rigid  simplicity  and 
close  adherence  to  tr\ith  maintained  throughout  its  entirety, 
is  certainly  appropriate  to  the  subject;  although  giving  it 
the  air  or  semblance  of  a  matter-of-fact  narration  to  com- 
mon men,  rather  than  a  sensuous  chant  inspired  by  the 
tuneful  nine,  and  dedicated  tc  the  woi'shippei's  who  have 
been  trained  in  their  temple.  And  yet  to  me  it  has  all  the 
melody  of  a  hidden  brook  in  the  leafy  month  of  June.  The 
moral  and  tiuthful  elements  are  prominent,  and  to  blend 
these  two  harmoniously  is  surely  the  pi'ovince  of  the  poet 
—and  heie  it  is  done.  To  a  critical  eye  it  may  appeal*  as 
an  available  skeleton,  admirably  adapted  to  receive  the 
graceful  elaboration  of  poetic  fancies;  but  "^ry  ornament 
thus  added,  we  apprehend,  will  be  found  to  deti^act  from  its 
beauty  as  well  as  to  destroy  its  chai*actei' — even  as  the  laces 
and  ribbons  of  the  modem  milliuei*  would  so  ill  become  tlie 
quiet  quakeress  herself.  To  ^gd  it  and  find  it  to  be  ever  a 
new  delight,  is  one  of  the  best  evidences  of  its  mej'it;  it  is 
more — it  is  also  an  evidence  that  the  readei*  is  educating 
himself  in  the  best  manner  poeidble;  for  thus  to  read  is   to 
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grow  wither  and  bettor;  which  is  after  all  the  true  end  of  all 
edocation.  Poihaps,  aftor  all,  our  admimtion  of  it  i8  duo 
not  80  much  tc  uny  merit  it  may  possess  as  a  poem,  bt  lo 
\t»  capacity  to  strengthen  and  enlighten  us  in  memory.  In 
the  whirl  of  m  atonal  ism,  and  the  hum  of  new  'ights,  and 
theological  innovations,  with  which  the  age  is  rife,  we  greet 
Its  teachings  with  a  warm  satisfaction  and  cling  to  its  almost 
obsolete  utteiings  with  a  refioshened  sense  of  security.  It 
does  so  uinch  to  bring  back  the  unquestionable  and  hope- 
ful faith  of  childhood — the  meeting  house  where  the  Bible 
^va8  the  only  rule  of  faith  and  guide  for  practice,  and  every 
word,  nay  even  letter  therein,  was  undeniably  time  and  be 
yond  all  controversy.  Uplift  the  windows  in  that  little 
meeting  house — for  it  is  lull  of  devout  wonhippei'H — that  the 
fr&granoe  of  clover  meadows  may  come  iu  with  the  wind, 
turning  over  the  leaves  of  the  books  in  the  window  as  if  to 
\vaken  song— and  tberd  is  no  doubt  thera  that  Christ  died 
and  aldose  again.  And  so  aided  by  the  quaker  widow,  we 
driil  out  into  the  past  with  a  determination  to  be  sti*onger 
than  ever  when  we  wake  fi'om  pur  reverie,  for  she  hath  led 
11 A  i^ently  back  to  mother.  Home  and  Heaven. 
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Y  window  overlooking  th'i  Bti-eet,  I  am 
arrested  by  the  nieioUy  of  cfaikiiHh  voicen, 
and  peeping  out  1  observe,  on  the  opposite  pave- 
ment, two  little  fhildien.  appaiently  brother 
and  eit-itei' ;  the  elder  of  the  pair,  tiie  boy, 
is  in  advance  of  the  little  girl  who  is  haat^ 
ing  after  him,  and  crying  out^  '^Cbai'lie, 

why  don't  you  wait  for  your  little  water  ?"  But 
Charlie  appears  to  be  a  pietty  fast  juvenile,  and  is 
using  all  expedition  to  make  the  playg!t>und  in  good  time, 
and  80  anxious  is  he  with  the  prospect  oi' fine  fun,  that  he  is 
<iuite  regai^less,  and  leplies  not,  to  the  moving  petition  of 
what  must  be  bis  dear  little  mter.  An  ugly,  abrupt  corner 
of  the  street  has  hidden  the  childixin  from  my  view,  but  al- 
though they  have  disappeai>9d,  their  woitis  linger  with  me 
yet,  and  memoij  is  moving  with  the  recollections  of  youth. 
Again  am  I,  with  a  bhout  of  triumph  ui'ging  on  my  hoop  at 
31  fancied  railroad  speed,  or  mounted  on  a  straight  stick, 
nicely  bunt  at  one  end,  leaping  over  stones  and  ditches,  in 
fact  oveiy  little  obstruction  I  can  find,  and  which  I  magnify 
into  a  mountain ;  and  when  I  peKorm  the  glorious,  because 
unequalled  feat  of  clearing  both  shafts  of  the  cart  at  a  sin- 
gle bound,  and  mind  you,  without  touching  them  either,  I 
feel  as  wild  a  joy  as  did  Alexander  when  be  tamed  the 
fierce  and  di^eaded  Bucephalus ;  but  turning  from  such  great 
and  scholar-like  things  as  Alexander  and  his  historical  steed, 
I  am  out  in  the  sweetly  scented  meadow,  playing  amid 
buttercups,  and  chamomiles,  loving  the  wild  rose  tree  with 
its  nnl  mid  white  flowera,  ore  I  had  been  forced  into  a  dul! 
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knowledge  of  the  houses  of  Yoik  and  Lancaster, — or  attraot- 
ed  by  the  tap pin^fi  of  that  little  soldier  drummer,  the  red 
headed  woodpecker,  m}'  louI  U  fl-  ed  with  martial  ardour^ 
and  striking  the  headd  fiom  the  thistles  in  my  path,  I  have 
become  a  conquering  hero, — like  whom?  Napoleon,  of 
course,  for  his  name  U  a  household  word,  and  besides  he 
was  not  much  bigger  than  I, — that  is  when  I  stand  on  tip- 
toe, which  I  do  frequetly ,  and  thus  my  thoughts  would 
change  with  over  shifting  scenes  around  me,  and  oh  i  how 
i-apidly.  Perhaps  the  meadow  lark  springing  from  my 
very  feet,  would  rise  on  fluttering  wing,  tilling  my  ear  with 
itH  rich  rapturous  song,  and  watching  it  in  its  upwaitl  flight, 
oven  then,  would  I  see  it 

"Float  and  ran, 
L  ko  an  •mbodied  joy  whoM  rao«  bat  Jatt  begus." 

But  I  must  check  my  wanton  thoughts,  or  be  lost  in  the 
fairy  realms  of  fancy,  and  although  this  would  be  very 
pleasant,  the  pushing  utilitarian  spirit  of  the  times  demand 
that  I  dream  not  in  the  sunlight,  and  if  I  dream  at  all,  that 
I  do  so  only  during  the  few  a'lort  houi-s  allotted  fo  tireJ 
nature's  swoet  restorer, — sleep.  The  imaginaluve  would 
think  this  very  haitl,  but  if  I  sorrow,  the  evanishing  of  my 
day  dreams  then  hath  experience  taught  in  vain,  for  how 
often  have  I  toyed  with  fancy  until  too  late  for  busine*^. 
and  then  the  real  knocks  against  me  severely.  Ah,  ye<, 
though  life  be  visionaiy  and  fleeting,  it  is  also  during  it'^ 
little  space,  full  of  reality,  and  therefore  I  would  not  forgot 
Chai  lie  and  his  little  sister.  Gladly  would  I  watch  Charlie 
joying  him  in  his  success  at  a  well  contested  game  of  ma:  - 
bloH,  even  joining  him  if  I  bad  time ;  for  then  would  ho  bo 
more  apt  to  listen  and  remember,  when  I  said  he  should 
have  waited  for  his  siiiter ;   but  more  gladly   still   would   I 
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whisper  in  her  ear,  that  thoughtlesn  life  has  many  dibap- 
pointmentd,  and  if  a  brother  will  not  hear  nor  answer,  there 
^'is  one  that  stick^th  closer  than  a  brother,"  and  whoso  will- 
ing and  attentive  "ear  is  open  to  our  cry,"  Thus  hath  the 
>voi"d8  of  the  little  sinter  influenced  my  thoughts,  and  now, 
if  she  will  tuni  to  the  5th  chapter  of  the  second  book  of 
Kings,  she  will  see  how  the  words  of  a  little  Isj-aclitish  cap- 
tive did  much  greater  thingN.  How  pleasant  to  think  thai 
the  words  of  "a  little  maid"  may  soothe  a  weary  heart,  or 
become  to  an  erring  wanderer,  the  jwtent  sesame  that  will 
throw  wide  open  the  hitherto  inflexible  gates  of  the  New 
Jenisalem.  '   '  ♦ ' 
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**8tteh  lonfft  hare  power  to  qtii*t 
Therettlenapulfeof  e<ir«,  ,     > 

_,    And  oome  like  the  beoediot ion 

That  follows  after  prayer."— H.  W,  LowortLLOW. 

1V0  tbe  many  interested,  what  a  facinating 
itle ;   would   that  the  pen  of  Peroolas  were, 
>what  too  evidently  it  is  not,  the  exponent  of 
heart-thoQghtti  burnished  into  beauty,  for  then 
would  he»  in  fitting  and  appropriate  terms,  ^ib- 
^  cuss  the  vxluQ  and  merits  of  bis  subject.      Oh, 

there  is  a  rich  joy  in  an  old  song, 
an  undefinable  power,  that  movet* 
men's  hearts  as  quietly  and   irre 
siHtably  as  doth  pale  Cynthia  mov« 
^  the  billows  of  the  sea.      How  ex 
quisite  the  agitation,  how  impassioned  the  feeling,  excited 
by  its  simplest  sti^ain  I  Who  is,  cr  iz^her  let  me  ask,   who 
can  be  insensible  to  its  magic  power  ?    There  may  be  a  few 
suoh ;  I  am  glad  there  are  but  few,  for   I   must  endointe  the 
philosophy  of  our  great  poet,  vide  the  "Merchant  of  Venice  ' 
— Lorenzo  to  Jtssiea.*"—  ^  - 

"f  lie  tiotiaa*  df  bU  tpirit  are  dnll  af  nifht 
'v..  ;  ."       Ar.d blf aflSMliour d«i^ «•  Brebtts : 
.....'■...       Let  nasioh  mtn  be  trarted." 

.    Here  ia  an  inadvei*tent  hint  to  the ,  but  'tis  danger- 

<»us,  so  I  say,  to  the  public.  •     "- 

.  A  modern  political  t^ssayist  of  oonsiderablo  celebrity  oh 
serves,  ''Xhnt  a  country  wthout  a  national  poetry,  proves 
its  hopeless  dullness  ov  its  utter  provinoialisro."  The  nonti- 
inent  is-just  and  incontrovcrtutilo.  What  breast,  catching 
the  spiiit  of 'The  Pib:och  of  Donnil  Dhu,"  would  not  h^m 
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with  a  higher  impulse,  or  como  and  go  feverirthlj,   awalccn- 
ed  by  "Savouma  Deelisb,"  or  "Will  ye  gang  to  the   ewe 
buchta,  Marion."     Think  how  much  the  tsitnplest  little  nong 
contiibnteH  to  the  comfort  and  enjoyments  of  the  hou  ehold 
hearth,  and  then  know  that  patriotism  grown  much  dccpe/ 
and  more  luxurantly  in  a  happy  home  than  el^>owhe:e.      L» 
it  not  to  the  happy  homes,  smiling  beneath  Christian  sway, 
that  our  good  Victoria  is  indebted   for  the  utalwa;  t  arms 
and  willing  hearts  who  boar  hor  meteor  flag  tiiamphantly 
over  land  and  sea?     Oh  yes,  old  songs  aye  valuable — in  our 
experience  blending  harmoniout*ly  the  ideal  with  the   prac- 
tical.  Rude  may  be  their  language  and  common-plooc  thoir 
though  t«;  they  may  want  the  iciincment  of  a  cla.^uc  frater- 
nity, or  to  us  fantastic  modems  present  tiioni^»elved  in  the 
most  wretched  doggei-el,  and  3'ot  how  sotni  do  wo  submit  to 
the  influence  of  their  long-neglected  but  now  well-roi'\em- 
bered  burthens;  and  oven  bad  rythm  and  disfoaint  motic^ 
ceases  to  grate  harshly  on  oui*  sonditivo  ears,  ana  wo  icgard 
them  not,  for  wo  have  found  a  aoiU,  and  this  hides  the  most 
otwious  deformities —  a  soul  of  whose  former  knowlo<lge  we 
have  a  faint  remembrance,  and  who.-<e  beauty  is   the  more 
celestial,  because  that  on   the  fj-eshly  pluraoci   pinions  ot 
youthful  fancy  it  comes  to  us  winging  ita  way  from  out  the 
storied  past.     Our  old  Irish  and  Scotch  songs  do  I  love  the 
best,  tor  I  find  in  them  a  te.vo:-  of  emotion,   coupled  with 
bimplicity,of  thought,  a  most  invariable  oonsidoratiou,   for 
which  I  seek  tiuitlessly  in  the  Ajiaa  and  Anaeos  of  our  pre- 
bont  fashionable  and  heaitW.9S  music. 

1  would  like  to  have  indulged  in  numeious  quotiitiomj, 
but  refrain,  knowing  how  unjust  it  is  to  excite  d©>ii-e  and 
fail  to  gratify ,  and  it  wouW  but  mar  the  beauty  of  such 
nongB  as  'Peggy  Bhnn,"  or  "Lissio  wi' the  lint  white  lockti, ' 
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.03800  of  the  very  amplitude  of  my  material,  I  cannot  and 
how  u«,W  to  dissertate  on  "Aileen  A.,x.„,- 'orNZu^t 
thoagangw-mer  Theee  a«  bnt  a  feeb  e  index  to  ^e 
many  oxwding  on  my  attention  which  I  cannot  now  ri^ 
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"It- it  deofMd  by  Hearen  Above.  "    ' 

That  MOD  or  l»t«  wo  all  muK^  loro.'' 

HE££  is  something,  I  snpposo  a  guardian  ango!, 
whispering  me  Beware;  bat  then,  lam  safely  ohambor- 
ed  io  the  quietness  of  my  room,  and;  therefore,  whence 
the  danger  ?  I  can  sit  here  comparatively  free  from 
trembling,  and  fancy  I^eee  bright  eyes  flashing,  and 
lily  hands  clutching  with  a  keen  energy  the  Maple 
Leaf.    Ah,  Love  I 

"Love  ralei  the  ooTirt,  tbe  oimpi  the  sroT«, 
And  men  below,  and  Mints  above." 

A  potent  woiti  is  love.  To  the  affected  'ti^  not  only  a 
definition  to  every  word  in  the  vocabulary  of  our  language, 
but  it  also  gives  a  "local  habitation  and  a  name"  to  thoi^e 
otherwise  inexplicable  thoughts  and  emotions  that  burn  in 
the  breast  of  every  Adam,  when  he  cricH  aloud — 

"Return  fi'r  Ere, 


Part  of  my  sonl  I  ioek  thee,  aad  t!>e  flbiim^ 
My  other htir." 

When  first  ih\n  fair  earth  began  its  coui-se,  there  was 
everj^thing  to  love,  and  nothing  to  hate,  consequently  the 
eai'Iieat  or  most  ancient  historic  i-ecords  gives  duo  p.  ecc- 
dence  to  love  as  the  :,ftrtt  acknowledged  or  noted  mental 
passion.  With  this  gi^efbl  and  pi-dfbund  exoitiiam,  I  once 
essayed  a  brilliar.t  and  philosophic  speech  bofoi*e  the  mem- 
bers of  a  very  respectable  club ;  but  alas,  the  myiile  was 
beyond  my  reach,  for  she  was  there,  and  thus  wei-e  my 
searching  arguments  and  polished  peroration  loi^t,  forevc!- 
lost.  How  could  it  be  otherwise  ?  Somci  person  has  witt^n 
that 

"The  maiI*o!ad  wanior  trembles,  in  her  pretkiiee,  like  a  ohMd." 
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And,  although  I  am  not  awaro  that  a  real  mail-clad  wamor 
ever  woo'd  ^r,  I  have  often  seen  strapping  militia- men  turn 
pale  and  tremble  nervionstly,  when  in  her  preeetice.  Theii* 
'*mighty  swords,"  fot^tting  all  gi*aoe  and  dignity,  wonki 
dangle  fooli&>hIy,  placing  the  wearer  in  evei'y  possible  awk- 
ward '*fix*'  and  uncouth  attitude;  Though  but  a  glance,  it 
gave  to  the  sunbrowned  fhce  a  deeper  tinge,  streaking  the* 
cheeks  with  a  changing  white  and  blue,  making  even  the 
earo  a  ti*ansparent  crin\6on,  softened  the  hand,  hard  with 
toil,  nnd  made  it  keenly  sensitive  to  those  tickling  little 
lingej's,  that  would  find  their  way  through  the  knottiest 
beaitl,  and  laid  upon  your  eyelids,  would  weigh  them  down 
so  gently,  yet  with  unequalled  power. 

Dl]jping  my  pen  I  purposed  the  expression  of  individual 
thought,  but  k>o  overwhelming  is  the  rush  of  thought  already 
written,  that  of  necessity  I  yield,  and  doffing  the  spangled 
and  atti-aotive  gaib  of  the  "lion,"  am  well  content 
ii  don .  a  leds  showy  costume,  while  I  perfoim  the 
humble.duticb  of  scciieshifter  to  a  few  of  the  "greater  lights" 
who  are,  with  yon;  kind  permission,  to  tread  the  stage. 
The  bell  lings,  and  the  cuilain  slowly  rolling  upwaixis,  i*e- 
veals  a  poet  of  olden  time,  our  fiii^t  great  nrtbt,  the  musical 
Spenser,  and  whom  1  beg  to  introduce  vf  ith  a  stanza  from 
Barry  Cornwall,  v^he  poet  of  the  heart ; 'twill  do  fer  the 
prologue. 

"'Lot*  the  poet,  pretty  ouc. 
He  u-jfuidetb  knowledge  f<iir, 
"•■■      LetnObt  of  earth  and  •■» —  ^..i 

Audof  atare  air." 

8pen«>«»."  h:\s  but  little  to  say,  but  wiy   say   that  little  m 

CM'  otJ^ers  could. 

"0  laored  Are  that  Ikurnest  mightily  i,      < 

lu  liring  broMt«,  kindled  first  aborei 
.Amongst  th'  oterr»l  spheres  aod  lamping  sky, 
And  (horee  pourrd  into  inpr,  whieh  mon  call  loTe. 
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Til  that  iwe«t  fit  whieh  does  true  bofiaty  lar«, 

And  ehooteth  rirtoe  for  its  dearent  dime. 

WhtQO*  spring  all  noble  deeds,  and  cever-dyiQc  fame.'* 

CircumBciibed  as  are  my  limite,  I  should  not,  but  must 
quote  from  him  again,  this  for  the 

"Forsaken  wofal  solitary  maid/'  ♦  /      * 

It  ia  the  pasnionato  language  of  "Una." 

"The  Hon,  lorl  of  every  beast  in  field,  *    . 

Quoth  she,  his  princely  paissnnce  do'b  abater  '  ' 

»  And  mighty  prond  to  humble  weiik  doe<)  y!eldr 

^'      ♦    "  ,  Forgetful  of  the  honifry  raiff  whioh  l.ite 

Him  pricked  with  pily  of  my  sad  estate; 
But  he  my  lion  and  my  noble  lord, 
J  How  does  be  find  in  cruel  leir   to  hate 

Her,  that  him  lor'd,  and  erer  most  adored  *"         ' 

As  the  God  of  my  life  T  why  hath  he  me  iibhorf'd." 

Many  will  find  these  fines  dijQScult  to  load,'  but  those  who 
are  well  acquainted  vrith  the  particular  upt^od,  and  at  other 
timesapparentbluggishnesH,  ofOhribtabel,  will  be  able  to 
i-ead  and  feel  the  presence  of  a  spirit  almobtdivne. 

But  hero  is  something  which  the  majority  will  liko  muvh 
better/ti«  from  Marlowe.  He,  too,  had  tasted  lore,  the  kot  n 
appreciative  love  of  a  poet;  for  when  Paustus  summons 
Helen,  ho  bpcaka  as  love  could  only  prompt :  ... 

•'Swcot  He'en,  mtke mo  immortal  w'.lb  a k!s'9/-    'S  *■    =' 
,^v         '  Her  lips  suek  f  r  h  my  soul  I  see  wbere  it  fliei. 

Come,  Helen,  oome,  give  mo  my  soul  again. 
Here  will  I  dwell,  for  heay'ii  is  in  tl  eso  lips—         '  v*  * 

And  all  is  dross  that  is  not  Helena.  ,    >>  u y   ?n' 


fH  ■    .«• 


Oh  thon  nrt  fairer  than  the  evonlug  air. 
Clad  in  the  beauty  of  a  thonsand  stars." 


I  think  those  lines  exquit^itc ;  thoy  ineentiiibly  lead  onti  u» 
Coleridge's  "broad  breasteti  old  oak  tree,"  induciiAg  the  some 
feeling. 


"I  gness  'twas  fWgbtfnl  there  to  see 
A  lady  so  richly  ciad  as  she,-> 
Beautifol  exceedingly." 
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The  J:eniieHt  dayH  mjiy  darken,  clothing  life  with  gloom, 
but  every  day  is  not  a  dark  op.o.  These  changes  are  but 
tt«npo;aiy,  and  are  by  the  wise,  patiently  born.  I  bave 
mrt  mnny  who  could  not  ondui  o  the  slightest  croee  in  love, 
although  'tis  m  true  in  thi;*  case  as  in  any  other,  that  those 
who  wouM  woai"  the  crown,  must  fij-st  learn  to  bear  the 
croia.  ThM ',  love  m ly  b'j  "a  rc-lolight,"  "a  labyrinth  of 
doubts,"  Oi-  ns  ninny  other  things,  vexatious  and  painful,  as 
the  always  exiwiimenting  little  beauty  may  choose  to  make 
it ;  but  as  was  said  long  ago,  who  does  not  say  now. 

*'Vet  hnrt  her  not  Jest  I  santain  tho  smart, 
ll^'h'ob  amoo.itenttolodseber  inmy  heart."     ' 

I  think  just  now,  that  the  beat  illustration  w©  have  of 

love  is  from  the  univorBal  pen  of  "Will,  of  Avon."  .  -^ 

*    "When  yon  8p«nk,  sweet, 
>  I'd  hare  yon  do  it  ever;  whoa  you  singr,  .  >  ,      ,^       .   • 

I'd  hare  you  bay  and  sell  so,  BO  giro  alotfl  : 
Pray  80,  and  for  the  ord'rinff  yonr  affairs. 
To  ping  fhom  too.    When  yoa  dance,  I  with  yov      ■     .   . 
A  wave  o' tlie  8ea,  that  you  might  ever  do  ,, 

Nothing  but  that ;  more  still,  still  M,  * 

And  own  no  other  fanotion ;  each  your  doing        --'!' 
80  singular  in  oaoh  particular,  ... 

Orown?  what  you're  doing  in  the  preseot  deeds, 
That  nil  your  nets  are  queens. "'<*  ,     ' 

The  chief  charm  of  love  is  constancy,  and  those  who  ftino^^ 

that  love  "may  fly  like  a  bird  from  tree  to  tree,"  will  e»* 

pedenco  the  most  bitter  (tiBnpix)intment.    A  wanton  &q«^ 

never  knew  tho»o  -^ 

*'Eopes  and  f^Ar?  that  kindle  hope,  v   ,;..,. 

An  nadisiinguishible  throng. 
And  gentle  wiehee /ofHf  «^bdne(^  V 

8iib.inod  and  cherished  lotto-" 

That  "ocean  lilu"  on  which  all  young  lovers  are  embark- 
ed, ean  never  prove  a  "sunless  sea,"  if  they  do  but  lovt 
faithfully ;  if  false,  then  must  ail  order  end  beauty  perieb, 
far  "Cliao8  m  come  again." 
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H  E  "unhappy  KeatR,"  and  by  the  way,  a 
most  excellent  authm-ity — hath  said :  "A  thing 
of  beanty  is  a  joy  foi^ver,"  and  it  is  a  pleasant 
reflection  that  bat  a  moiety  of  oni*  I'aeo  are 
so  thoroughly  of  the  earth,  earthy,  as  to  deny 
the  sentiment  its  just  attributes  of  Poetry 
■and  Truth.  As  we  deem  it  unnecessary  to 
demonstrate  that  whatsoever  deity  prc',^ 
nounces  good,  muMt  inevitably,  to  us  poor  pensioners  of  an 
hour,  be  at  once  both  good  and  wonderous  fair,  we  shall 
consider  our  postulate,  the  words  of  Keats,  a^  granted. 
Although  he  speaks  for  himself  only,  he  speaks  as  man 
should  speak,  whilst  we,  who  endure,  strngglo,  and  per- 
chance, suffer,  th©'  it  be  long  years  aftei'  that  pi-emature 
period,  when  his  living  voice  lapsed  into  the  undistinguish- 
able  whi8j)ering8  preceeding  death,  yet  readily  recognize  in 
these  low  whispei'ings  the  concert  pitch— the  key  note,  a?!  it 
were,  to  those  divinely  implanted  melodies  and  self-moving 
thoughts  which  we  had  fancied  were  our  own  inheritance. 
The  spirit  of  beauty,  then,  may  be  conttidered  universal ;  it 
lurks  within  or  glows  without  all  the  workB  of  the  Great 
Creator,  be  they  animate  or  inert,  and  if  so,  do  we  »se  too 
wide  a  latitude  of  expression  in  terming  it,  the  primal 
essence  of  natui-e — the  womlei  working  but  indubitable  soul 
of  the  universe  ?  We  trow  not.  Shakspeare  himgelf,  but 
utters  an  analagons  truth  when  he  bids  u.h,  "Find  tongnesia 
trees,  books  in  the  running  brooki^,  sermons  in  stones,  and 
good  in  eve»y thing."  Hcze  we  have  the  univertsality  of 
poetical  emotion  plainly  enunciated,  and  the  source  from 
ii7benc«  inspiration  flows,  and  by  which  such  emotions  aic 
flourished,  is  plainly  indicated. 
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It  it)  to  nature  we  must  go,  and  happily,  there  is  a  ooiidi- 
"tion  preretient  in  human  nature,  generally  which  lea^a  piB 
thither.  If  then  the  spirit  of  beauty  is  hnt  the  omiupre>  • 
Bence  of  nature,  and  ail  mankind  are  susceptaMe  of  its  refUn- 
ing  influences  and  subject,  as  bound  with  silken  cords,  to  its 
imperial  sway.,  it  follows  that  many  may,  certainly,  many  . 
will,  strive  to  give  it  an  embodiment.  The  more  impressi- 
ble, impulsive  and  enthusiastic  spiiits  will  surely  ende»<vor 
to  give  tbiM  "Aiiy  nothing,  a  loi^al  habitation  and  a  name," 
and  as  there  will  be  found  so  gieat  a  diversity  of  taste,  talent  . 
and  genius,  it  is  but  a  natural  sequence,  that  the  resultant^- 
of  these  attempts  should  be  equally  diversified.  Art  and 
skill,  fancy  mid  imagination,  are  all  brought  into  requisi- 
\um  to  flid  in  the  developement  of  each  man's  conceptions  . 
or  ideal  of  the  beautiful.  The  painter  patietly  blending  his 
colors,  his  lite  a  continual  study  of  perspective,  light  and 
shade ;  the  musician  whose  life  is  but  a  waking  dream  of 
harmony,  whose  plodding  practice  gives  him  that  skillful 
manipulation  and  thorough  mastery  of  his  instruments, 
which  enable  him  to  wake  on  earth  such  sounds  as  roll  in 
heaven — "Where  all  the  hosts  sing  hallelujahs  aa  the  Gound 
of  seas."  These  aie  indeed  worthy,  and  of  the  highest  lep- 
rcsentatives  of  art,  but  their  achievements,  though  magnili- 
cent,  are  expensive,  and  consequently  cpnfined  to  a-  eom 
pai  ative  tew.  Not  so  with  him  of  etherial  organization, 
and  finely  attempered  soul,  who,  kissing  with  reverent  Itjw 
the  poet's  shell,  "awakes  to  ecstacy  the  living  iyre,'  whose 
fervid  utterances  and  majestic  words  go  sounding  down  tho 
conidors  of  time.  No  lapse  of  years  or  clmnge  of  tastes  or 
creeds  may  exert  a  baleful  influence  on  him  ;  he  sits  upon  a 
thrOi^-o  whose  basis  is  sti;hility ;  who8<i  towenng  sha^  w 
sticngth;  whose  capital  is  but  the  coronal  of  beauty. 
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.  Tbe»  opinion.  it»  prevalent  that  the  present  iig^i  it}  nnehil  v 
pi-oUfio  of  poet»  and  poetasters;  in  onesonttQ  thla  opinion  b 
incontiovertablOj  in  another  it  is  fairly  as^^ilablc,  a^  wo 
shall  see.  That  we  have  more  poets  and  poetiy,  got)d  bad 
and  indifferent,  in  this,  than  any  pioceeding  age,  may  well 
be  questione<l.ibr'will  it  naAx>  readily  admitted  that  the 
•ondenicy  of  the  present  age  is,  not  to  wiito  poetiy,  but  to 
vaakt  money.  Get  money  honeytly  if  thou  canyt,  but  get 
money!  Every  energy  is  bent  in  thiai  dteetion,  evwy 
neiTe  is  strained,  and  ever)'  faculty  ocenpio*!  in  this  one  en- 
gmdsing  pin>«ait.  Man  is  becoming  as  mueh  a  piece  of 
ultilitarian  mechanism  as  his  ^team  engines  or  sewing  ma- 
chinos.  Utility  is  the  watchword  of  the  ago;  give  us  speed 
Mid  power.  v 

The  half-breached  boy  of  yesterday  will  be  the  mature 
man,  the  money  grubber  of  to-morrow  ;  that  infjintile  speci- 
men of  feminity  of  j'^esterday  wi' I  never  wear  the  tucked 
skirt  and  pianfore  of  days  gone  by.  She  w:is  bom  to  a 
long  dres^s ;  it  is  her  inheritance  and  she  will  not  discard  it, 
but  become!^  the  child-wife  of  to-morrow,  nursing  not  a  doll, 
but  a — ^we  know  not  what  to  call  it  unless  it  bo  by  some 
stninge  means  a  moral  and  legitimate  matiicid. 

It  is  thus  in  everything — the  face  of  nature  undergoes  a 
change  the  pictuiesqne  and  romantic,  is  overlaid  with  the 
money  producing  practical,  either  stupidly  ignorant  or 
utterly  regardless  of  the  principle  faintly  limned  in  the  old- 
en artist's  line  of  beauty.  Engineers  go  out,  followed  by 
long  trains  of  picks  and  shovels,  draw  their  straight  lines 
reckless  of  natni^j's  cui-ve**  and  mar,  where  they  do  not 
wholly  obliterate,  her  handiwork,  in  the  site  of  this  very 
city,  overlayktg  the  poeey  of  natui'e  with  a  highway  for  th« 
materialism  of  traffic. 
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In  social  life,  too^  there  is  a  continnal  rush  and  hwry 
acid  contention^  and  chiefly  for  mercenary  ends.  All  ho 
BHige  is  paid  to  gold^  and  the  spirit  of  beauty  is  wooed  with 
the  sordid  bribe^  worshipped  and  won  and  woni  by  inan\- 
mon ;  and  suiely  (^'  all  tho  essence  of  natnre,  none  are  more 
diveit»e  or  antagoni  tic  to  each  other  than  they. 

l\Mlay  we  have  the  snc.ifiees  of  conscience;  the  sale  of 
integiity  and  leputntion  for  coin,  where  formerly  we  had 
the  motto  of  the  hale  though  hoar  old  Baron,  handed  down 
fi*om  sire  to  fon  :  Malo  mori  quam  foedari.  Most  fflssnredly 
the  age  is  wanting,  and  notwithstanding  the  hosts  of  poev- 
iwterH,  deficient  in  many  of  the  essential  elements  favorable 
to  the  production  of  8«>ng.  May  it  not  be  fairly  inferred 
then,  that  it  is  not  from  any  pocnliar  fitness  of  the  ags  that 
this  plethora  of  poetry  and  ihyme  takes  ite  rise.  Rather 
iet  us  loolf  for  it  in  the  wondeifiil  facilities  offere<l  for  ite 
exhibition  by  the  mcxlern  appliances  of  typos  and  steam. 

The  lover  of  the  olden  time  chanted  his  lyric  in  the  ear 
of  tho  loved  one  and  there  his  hymn  of  praise  terminated 
It  was  not  for  lack  of  the  poetic  fbi'vor  and  pas&iion,  but  for 
want  of  any  ucccasable  and  Hufficient  means  of  preserving 
for  posterity  "tho  thoughts  that  breathe,  and  woixls  that 
burn ;  that  earlier  ages  have  been  more  sterile  of  song  thai 
thin.  Then  many  a  true  born  son  of  genius,  fired  with  th* 
divine  afflatus,  paid  worthy  adoration  at  the  shi'ine  of  th» 
spirit  of  beauty,  wh(Wo  strains  could  live  but  for  that  time 
and  are  now  beyond  recall,  even  a8  the  odor  of  the  floweiet 
*bom  to  bloom  unseen  and  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  des- 
ert air." 

It  is  to  the-printing  press,  then,  we  owe  this  i^undante 
of  rhythnx,  this  superabundance  of  rhyme  without  reaBon, 
*'thebroodoffolly  without  father  bred."      But  l«t  us  ml 
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oensiire  the  pretw,  for  it*  it  does  oocaisionaiJy  orei-wtk^im  us 
with  paling  philnnderings  and  mawkish^-^-aje,  maudlin . 
nentimentB,  the  olfe«pi'ing  of  morbid  fancies,  djspepdia^-or  an  ■. 
excess  of  vitiated  bile,  it  also  gives  what  had  elde  beeo-  iHjk-  • 
Rnown ;  the  passionate  atteranee  of  gen:  as,  who  etentences 
have  the  oi'derly  tread,  the  stately  beai-ing,  and  the  signi* 
^cant  evidences  of  power  which  we  see  npon  a  tield  day  in 
the  manoeuvres  of  well- dibciplinoii  battalionf*.      Californiarr 
fir*t  gained  notoriety  as  the  land  of  gold,  and   by  many  ifc  • 
was  deemed  the  clime  of  reckless  men  and  demon  sins.      It 
was,  indeed,  the  El  Dorado  par  excellence  of  the  known  - 
world,  and  the  root  of  all  evil  was  the  spontaneous  product 
of  its  soil,  j[)ut  at  once  when  teri-or,  dismay,  and  death  swept 
through  the  older  states  of  the  republic,  she  emerged  from 
the  shadow  of  qaestionable  fame  iiito  the  full  radianoe  of 
honor  and  renown  ;  her  proud  title  now,  the  land  of  munifi- 
cent charities,  the  lavish  almoner  of  bounties  unpai-alleled 
in  histoi^. 

Judging,  from  a  very  slight  ao^[uaintance,  it  is  tx*ue,  we 
nevertheless  believe  that  Califomiiawili  have  a  poet — exis- 
tence as  a  land  of  song.  That  the  "vision  and  the  fhouity 
divine,"  is  to  be  found  here  and  ih  rfch  leads  even  the  eph- 
emeral pages  of  the  daily  press  beai*  ample  testimony.  In 
our  brief  sojourn  we  have  learned  of  many  who  touch  the 
lyre  with  skilful  hands,  winning  irom  the  but  recently  at- 
tuned stiings,  melodies  worthy  of  admimtion,  an<l  although 
they  be  but  waifs  upon  the  sea  of  litertvtur<>,  worthy  of  painfi-  • 
taking  profeervation,  but  still  more  vahialile,  as  the  evideiw- 
ees  or  indications  of  what  may  be. 

Of  this  class  of  fugitive  lyiics,  Mr.  F.  B.  liAim^  estrays 
undoubtciiiy  take  the  tntit  i  ank  ;  his  battle-pieces  glow  with 
a  chivalTK'.  enthuiiiia&fiu,   and  the  rhythmical   har-mouy  9i 
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theli'  nnftlbeFB  reveale)  the  oonsamate  artist  An  forcibly  as 
theii*  dasign  and  finish  point  out  the  author  as  a  man  of  ex- 
quisite taste  and  scholarly  attainmonte.  Confeasiniir  the 
vigor  and  symmetry  of,  probably,  his  ma3t  widi^Iy  known 
offudions,  The  ''Goddess,"  and  "The  Reveille"— the  '-battle 
Autumn"  which  we  assume  to  be  from  his  pen,  is  in  style 
and  mode  of  tiiwitment  IV  more  pi-omining  evidence  of  the 
author's  capjibility  to  occupy  a  distinguished  position  in  the 
world  of  lottore  than  either  of  the  othei-s.  Having  d€>30rib- 
od  the  gathering  in  of  the  hainrest,  that  happiest  season  of 
all  the  year — ^be  effects  an  easy  transition  appi-opiiate  t« 
the  time,  from  the  fruits  of  the  farmei-s'  field— to  the  teni- 
bk  «poil8  of  the  battle-field,  or  "th6  hai'vest  of-death"— 

Bo^  whoa  th«  otsad*  'laolf  dartt  and  low, 

Aad  bird  and  b«f  ao  longer  roam— 
And  long  before  the  pityin(r  snow 

To  bnrjr  the  dead  le*Te»  shall  ooata* 

We'll  otkli  anobber  harrest  home. 

:f-i^S-.  We'll  0  ill  that  Larrofctlaxt  and  best, 

-  •'  The  warrior  ro-iper  ro'vps  by  oUrvioac— 

The  brpkei  hop*— the  shattered  orestr- 
The 'jerrle^s  h.nd— the  iiiaiohefgfanoe. 
Tb*t  heap  the  oreap!  Off  anbaUnoe, 

What  an  exquisite  delineation  of  November  havt*  we 
here  ?  Tme,  it  ia^but  a  pictui-e  in  outline,  but  the  master 
hand  of  art  has  touched  the  salient  pointo  of  iii«  reason,  and 
that  which  elve  was  vague  and  nondescript  ii^  by  the  subtle 
pencil  point,  '.eftly  ti-ansrfbrmed  into  the  boautiftil  and 
known.  Ho*  pleasant,  too,  and  how  soothing  is  the  apt 
conceit  that  the  snow  comes  so  softly  to  iyfiry  tho  gay  ga? 
lands  of  the  summer's  court ;  aad  'who,  a  witness  to  such 
pitying  burial,  could  harbor  unbi^Uef  in  Ba»ter  ?  Ndr  can  hi^ 
fail  to  apply  the  belf^same  thoughts  to  the  canaage  covo.e<i 
field  of  contest.    We  know  that  the  dead  leatea  will  h.ivo  jv 
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gloiioas  resurrection  ;  ovoi*  the  other  dead,  onr  fallen  travie. 
raay  we  not  wiite,  Re&urgam!  What  a  poitraitiire  of  auffer- 
jng  and  soitow  have  we  in  the  many-voiced  lino : 

"That  heap  th«  cTMplng  ambulanoe." 

The  expression  is  tiuly  felicitou.^.  Tiiey  are  many,  but 
thA  progressive  moveraont  of  the  utterance  is  gentle  as  the 
creeping  ambulance,  as  gentle  as  nay  be;  for  of  th«  wound- 
ed tliei'e  is  hope,  and  of  their  comrades  on  the  battle-field 
there  \a  hope  also« 

Dulo  et  deooniiii  est  pro  patria  nanri. 

Perhaps  the  **Song  of  the  Flume,"  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  Bchulz, 
id  woHhiest  of  second  place  mention.  We  gelect  it  also  as 
forming  the  most  striking  contrast  with  Mr.  Harto's  poems, 
which  have  all  the  pomp,  pageantry  and  circumstance  of 
glorious  war  to  add  to  their  imposing  presence,  whereas 
this  is  devoted  to  the  more  demui'e  spii-it  of  peace ;  and,  as  a 
less  enticing  and  suggestive  subject  for  poetical  treatment, 
exhibits  not  so  much  skill  (though  by  ho  means  inai*tistio,) 
as  an  exuberant  fancy,  fieeding  itself  on  happy,  joyous 
thoughts,  finding  expressions  in  harmony  with  themselves, 
f  nd  forming,  in  truth ;  a  piotui-e  of  aquafiuens  bound,  and 
subjected  to  the  master  spirit  of  the  dge-^v 

"Pat  money  iu  thy  p«r«^'* 

Witii  much  felicity  of  vei-sification,  howover,  she  pi*unes  the 

desire  for  gold  of  its  most  repulsive  features— selfishness — 

shi-ewdly  turning  the  de«jire  fbr  wealth  into  a  praiseworthy 

channel: 

Min«  it  no  storo  Vii  tr&rrior't  march.  ~. 
No  stormy  trump  and  drum ; 
No  banners  6  earn  ia  my  darkened  stre^^m. 
As  with  eonqaering  ateps  I  oome : 
Bat  I  touob  the  tributary  earth  ^       ^ 

Till  it  owns  a  moaareh's  sway . 
.  And  with  eacer  haad.  from  a  o<'>n(|a«red  land. 
I  bear  its  we;ilth  away. 
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Aw  ike  i  Awikd  I  thero  are  Hrlng  heirt*    ' 

In  the  land  you  left  afar  I 

There  are  tearful  eyes  iu  the  homes  jroa  prlM« 

As  they  g  ize  oa  the  wesLera  star. 

Th«.i  up  from  the  ralloy.  up  from  the  hill  I 

Up  from  tho  river's  side  I  ,  •     .      . 

7or  I  oome  vrlth  a  gush  and  a  torreat's  rush* 

And  there's  we:iUh  ia  my  swelling  tide." 

Evon  the  most  tiioilo  of  veivsifioi's  occasionally  find  them- 
solve:^  trammelled  by  the  imperious  laws  of  rhyme,  butMre. 
Sohulz  reduplicates  hers,  as  if  in  the  very  wontonneasj  of  her 
ability.  Her  woi-ds  flow  ft-eely,  as  the  8ti*eam  itself,  from 
the  "far  SieiH-as'  height."  As  the  stream  who  pictures  will 
lose  it«i  rollicking  tone*  when  it  has  reached  the  lower  lands 
— here  whispeiing  to  the  pebbles*— (old  acquaintances,  may- 
hap, who  have  ti-aveled  from  the  mountain's  crest) — ^anon 
moaning  amid  the  irroon  tules  of  alluviiil  flats,  the  home  of 
the  soUtdiy  bittein,  ♦heT>urial-place  of  sadness,  pass  wia  to 
a  little  poem,  entitled  "Uni-est,"  by  Ina,  who  writes  under 
the  inspii'ation  of  sad  experience,  it  is  averred,  and  wo  can- 
not pay  her  low,  sad  monologue  a  better  compliment  than 
to  say,  Wiio  can  doubt  it  ? 

0  weary  hours,  wilt  nerer  bring  the  day  7 
Far  out  into  the  dripping  night  I  gaze. 
Where  from  the  wind-vexed  water  of  the  bay 
the  white-sailed  ships  loom,  ghost-like,  thro'  th«  hase. 
S >  dark,  so  dro ir.  no  de<olate  it  seenm  !*■■' 

Unto  my  tutored  fanoy,  that  I.yearn  .•  -^ 

For  the  glad  glow  of  morning  to  return, 
And  light  and  labor  ehd  these  waking  dreams ; 
F«»r  slumber  oomes  not,  and  I  long  for  rest—  ^ 

Hest-^rest-^or  weary  heart  and  soul  and  brain  i 
'  I  can  no  longer  bear  within  my  breati 
-    :        this  paralysing  wftigh;  )f  grief  and  pain  1 

Rest— never  more  to  wa>  ^t  or  to  weep  1       ''\i .  . 
Alaa  I  where  is  it— •are  beneath  the  sod  ?     '    ''     . 
Earth  hath  no  poao«  nor  pleasa re  1  Ab.nyQO^t-i 

We  commiserate  her  unhappiness,  for  we  too  have  sor 

rowed  and  Buffered  from  diHquietudo,  but  she  is  in   this   re- 
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Apeot,  bat  on  a  par  with  her  fellow  HingerH,  the  great  ina> 
jority  of  whom  have  leained  in  saffenng  what  thoy  teach 
in  Bong.  While  we  admit  the  touching  pathos  and  sensibi* 
lity  that  breathes  from  oat  the  poem,  we  think  with  all  due 
defei'ence  to  its  authoreBB,  that  it  woald  have  caught  an* 
other  gi'ace  had  its  sadness  been  irradiated  with  tlio  Christ- 
ian's hope,  for  such  hope  is  accessible,  then  indee(i  phe 
would  have  shone  resplendently  in  that  higher  station  of 
womanhood,  that  resting  place  for  faith  and  hope,'  "Last  at 
the  cross  and  Earliest  at  the  grave." 

We  know  not  if  this  be  the  only  effusion  Ina  has  com- 
mitted to' the  keeping  of  printer^s  ink,  and  we  believe  that 
in  a  different  mood  of  mind  she  is  capable  of  producing  a 
much  more  pleasing,  if  not  a  wholly  better  iK>em  than  this, 
because  to  do  so  she  has  but  to  lay  her  intellectual  ti^easures 
at  th^  \^w  footstool  of  the  crucified. 

Our  next  expert  is  anoymous,  but  if  not  vorj'^  much 
mistaken  it  also  is  fj^m  a  woman's  pon.  Jt  is  iiot  an  am- 
bltious  effort,  being  mei-ely  the  suggestions  and  description 
of  a  summer  afternoon,  such  as  any  one  may  experience  to 
advantage  fiom  any  of  the  heights  in  this  city  during  July 
and  August.  It  is  written  in  a  very  pleasing  manner; 
wherein  descj'iptive  it  is  wonderfully  true  to  nature,  and 
although  the  wubjoct  is  a  chilling  one,  the  author  has  given 
it  a  coloj'ing  of  wannth  by  the  luie  of  the  very  element  of 
which  as  we  before  remarked  Ina's  sad  monologue  is  defici- 
ent. ,  .  .     .. 

The  othoi-dox  faith  once  was,  that  the  poets  were  the 
special  ambassadors  of  heaven,  and  were  reverenced  accoitl- 
ingly  as  those  who  ei\joyed  intimate  communion,  if  not 
direct  aew>flatiott,  with  the  gods,  and  it  is  one  of  the  merits 
of  the  po^m  that  it  leads  the'reader  in  tht^t  direction,  in- 
ducing fheelevat<Ki  though (k  that  ftpj>ertAin  to  things aotntly 
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And  very  appropos  to  this  sentiment  are  those  staneas  of 
Frank  Soule  "To  the  Bain,"  which  are  well  entitled  to  the 
<i08cription  pf  the.  beguiW^ft.  Colmi^'i^ .  OhriaUbel-an 
^'beautiful  ex(?^uigjy,'^,.  Althpugkit  iiii^ti>e  familiar  aci 
household  stQRiB  iQ.  all  Californians  we  cannot  forbear  to 
^uote  the  dosiiig  sta^ :_,  .^  ^  _    ,  ^  ^ 

Tb«  rain  that  wbivpert  at  !t  faIU» 

I  eoBit  in  ataswei' to  roar  pi«y«ra 

^  Vif  HlfiBiSr«i|i-rib#  foW«ii  rain— 
The  pare  and  pearly  rain 
That  seattera  btesnTnri  06'tbe  hill* 
And  sifts  them  o'er;tbe:pIain. 

What  shall  we  say  of  it,?,  Whateaa  vWaAay  of  it,  but 
that  it  is  a  gem;  pure,  translueent,  Jbeaificent,  and  heaven- 
born  as  its  subject,— "Truly  a  thing  of  haaoiy  is  a  joy  for- 
ever;" its  loveliness  increases;  it  will  never  fade  into  noth- 
ingness. 

But  this  paper  is  assuming  iiiMiue'p>rope»«^^^  altho'  a^ 
yet  we  are  but  in  the  porch  of  the  tem^e  dedicated  to  song 
At  some  future  timoj  we  may  enter  its  Indrawn  aisles  and 
jpeverently  view  the  fretted  vault,  until  when  wo  have  done. 
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NELLIE  came,  and  like  an  ange! 
Sweetly  smiling  look'd  at  me — 
O  my  Boul,  how  deeply  wert  thoa 
Plunged  in  love's  unfathom'd  sea-. 

As  the  star  of  evening  brightly 
Beaming  in  the  darkened  air—' 

So  she  shone  a  peerless  beauty 
Que&u  unii vailed— -pure  and  fair. 

And  I  felt— but  what  avails  it 
Now  to  mention  what  I  feel — 

Nellie  came  and  Nellie  vanish'd— 

None,  thy  wound,  and  heart,  can  heal. 

Nellie,  Nellie,  wherefore  didst  thou 

Come  to  breathe  into  my  ear 
Those  sweet  notes  which  I  may  nevc^r, 

Never  more  delghted  hear. 

Nellie,  Nellie,  wherefoi*e  didst  thou 

Ever  shine  i*esplendent  here; 
Thou  hast  left  me  sad  and  lonely — 

Thou  hast  loft  all  dark  and  drear, 

Nellie,  Nellie,  wherefore  didst  thou 
Leave  my  heart  so  ill  at  ease — 

O  return,  my  angel  Nellie — 

Come  and  give  me  rest  and  peace. 

Lkon. 
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MARY. 


'  til  i^Vi 

■ i-n 


KNOW  a  muiden  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 

Upon  whose  cheeks  the  laughing  dimploM  pluy. 

Her  heart  is  all  sincerity  and  truth  ; 

I  love  her  for  her  gentle  winning  way. 

.•....'  '^^ 

Ana  often  when  the  busy  day  has  died, 

And  stara  begin  with  feeble  ray  to  shine, 

Her  airy  presence  near  me  seems  to  glide, 

And  brings  quick  throbbings  to  this  heart 

of  mine. 

When  the  faint  summer  winds  breathe  soft  and 
low, 

Her  gentle,  dovelike  voioe  I  peem  to  hear, 
Bringing  again  in  its  melodious  flow, 

The  memory  of  those  hours  when  she  waa  near. 

O  memory !  how  priceless  are  the  stores. 
Lodged  in  the  chambers  of  the  past  by  thee — 

More  precious  are  they  than  the  richest  ores 
Brought  by  the  mai  iner  across  the  sea.         \^ 

And  why  ?  Because  the  fairj^  form  there  live** 

Of  her  I  love,  and  she  is  dearer  far 
Than  all  the  joy  earth's  ti-^iisuro  ever  gives — 

Oi  brighter  beauty  than  yon  beaming  star. 

But  oh  I  the  vibion  dream-like  fades  away 
When  to  my  breast  I  seek  to  clasp  my  faii"^ — 

Just  as  the  sunlight,  at  the  close  of  day, 
Adown  the  West,  sinks  into  darkened  air. 
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Would  that  t>h«  were,  in  voiy  truth,  mine  own, 
To  press  upon  my  brove  the  soft  warm  ki^s ! 

Not  in  the  dreams  of  memory  alone — 
These  bring  bnt  faint  and  unsnbBtantial  bliss — 

But  with  the  living  tonch  and  beating  heart — 
The  livingTorm  to  fold  within  my  ftrmi^;    ^"^ 

Then  would  I  bid  all  doubt  and  care  dcpaH, 
And  fearless  scoff  at  jealousy's  alarms. 
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